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A LETTER FROM TONY
" DEAR BoB,1 want you, Jerry, and Poky
·to travel three weeks with
Rawling Brothers' Circus.
Meet me at Troy, N. Y.
July 1st.
Your friend,
TONY."

Aw.i:iNG

BROTHER s··

Ci RC V 5.

BOB KNIGHT'S DIARY
Troy, Monday, July

J

1.

ERRY, Poky, and I met
Tony this morning. As
we boys went from the station
we saw the street-parade. I
bet there was a million people
standing along the curb, looking at the long line of animals
and wagons. We heard every
body p r a i s in g the horses,
ponies, elephants, camels, and
the band-wagon. An d th e
whole crowd was hooting at
the clown.
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"What's his name? " I asked Tony, for I wanted
to get acquainted with him right away, quick.
"Victor Hinsdill," said Tony.
"What I " cried I, " not our tramp-clown of Poplar Hill School ? "
"The very same fellow," replied Tony.
We fellows flung our caps up, yelling:
" Kii, yii, yii I Tip-top I
We're the jolly fellows of Poplar Hill
Sure-pop!
Rah, rah, rah I Bang I
Who's all right?
Victor Hinsdill is all right I
Rah, rah, rah! Victor Hinsdill."

The clown heard us shouting his name, so he turned
a double and twisted somersault, then poked his head
through a paper hoop and
made faces at us. All
the boys in the street hol1 ere d and yelled. We
Circus boys t r a m p e d
along c l o s e behind the
clown, so as not to lose
any of his funny tricks.
I mean to learn every one
of them.
" I tell you what I " said I, " the clown is the whole
Circus!"
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" Oh, go 'long! " cried Poky, " the band is the
Circus!"
"What you talking 'bout!" said Jerry, "the acrobats and trick byke-riders are the whole Circus!"
But Tony settled the question, by saying: " The
horse is the King of the Circus ! "
We fellows kept still, because we didn't want to
offend Tony. We feel very much indebted to him for
asking us to travel with him. I tell you. what I We
fellows felt big, because we belonged to Rawling
Brothers' Circus. The Greatest Show on Earth.
We followed the parade to the Circus-grounds.
And there I saw everybody hustling around at a great
rate. There are three hundred people connected with
the Show, but I have not got acquainted with any of
them yet. At first I thought there was a good deal
of confusion, but after watching the men awhile, I
found out that each man knew what he was about
and was doing his part to get things ready for the
afternoon performance. We are going to give two
entertainments here to-day, afternoon and evening.
One set of men was cooking the dinner.
Jerry nudged me, whispering: "Keep a lookout
for the feed-tent. I'm hungry as a bear."
Poky said : " I smell soup, and I bet it ain't far
off."
Pretty soon Tony came along, and said: " Come
on, boys, follow me, grub."
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"That's business," sang out Jerry, following Tony.
Poky and I fell in line.
"We won't bother 'bout washing up, we'll wait till
after we eat, then we'll be ready for the show.
Don't pay to wash twice,'' said Tony, going into the
feed-tent and showing us our places on one side of a
long table.
And who should I sit next to but the clown!
Poking him in the ribs, I said: " Don't you know
old friends? "
He twisted up his face and looked at me.
Tony sang out: "Poplar Hill boy, Vic."
" True as guns! How are ye, chappie? Give me
your paw,'' said the good old fellow, shaking hands
with me, then with the rest of the fellows.
"I'm plaguey glad to see you,'' said Jerry.
" So am I,'' said Poky.
" I want to be a clown. Will you train me? " I
asked, moving up close to him.
" I'll make you a first-class clown," he said. Then
he turned toward the table and pitched headlong into
his bowl of soup.
We fellows began eating. The clown did not say
anything more. I suppose he was too hungry to talk.
But when we went outside the tent, he asked us all
sorts of questions about the school and wanted to
know what we did last summer.
"We were camping," said Jerry.
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"Whe re?" the clown wanted to know.
" On the shore of Lake Ontari o at Buck Pond,"
Jerry told him.
" I've been there," said the clown. " We laid over
at the village of Charlotte one Sunday. To tell the
truth, we were strande d there - got clean out of fodder for the animals for a day or two."
"We had a jolly time campin g," said Poky.
" I bet you did. Wish I could camp with you some
summe r," said the clown.
"We'd like to have you," said Jerry.
" But you see, summe r is my workin g time, my
harvest. Can't afford to play then," the clown said,
with a sigh.
"Play !" said I, "Why, I though t you played all the
time."
"Ha-h a, sonny," said the funny man, slapping me
on the shoulder, " you don't know the sorrow s of a
clown's life."
" It's all fun," I told him.
With a hoot, and a hop, skip, and a jump, he was
gone.
I wondered when I should see him again.
' Jerry remark ed: "Vic beats the sleight-of-hand
man all to smash."
Tony gave orders, saying : " Hustle up, boys; it's
show time."
" What are we going to do? " Jerry asked.
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" You must be one of the trick bicycle-riders. And
I'm going to have you advertised on the billboards
as:
Jerry Green,
The World-Wide Renowned
Trick Byke-Rider.

"Great guns!" exclaimed Jerry.
"Go to the acrobats' tent and get ready; there's
no time to talk," Tony told Jerry, giving him a
shove.
" What am I to do? " Poky asked.
"You're to play in the band."
" What! Do you mean it? " Poky cried, grinning
like a monkey.
" Go on; it's late," said Tony.
" Am I to fiddle? " Poky asked.
"No," said Tony, "you're to beat a drum. Our
drummer is sick."
"That's easy," said Poky, skipping off to get his
uniform.
Tony then turned to me, saying: "What do you
want to do, Bob? Take your choice of the whole
show."
" A Clown, a Clown ! " cried I.
Tony looked disappointed, and said: "Humph!
I wouldn't be a Clown."
"The Clown's the whole Show," said I.
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" I want you to be a horseman, one of the breakneck-riders," said Tony.
"Well," said I, "I'll try it."
Just then Jerry came running back, saying: " I
can't find a suit or the kind of byke I'm used to."
" All right, come on with Bob and me. I've got a
job for you."
We went to a tent where some men were putting
on red blouses and caps. Tony got suits for Jerry
and me and told us to rig up, quick as scat. The
blouse was a mile too big for me, but I turned up
the sleeves and did not say anything. Jerry's fitted
him pretty well. Then we went to the horse-tent.
"There," said Tony to me, "is Black Hawk. Ride
him in the Grand Parade."
" What! " cried I, " am I to be in the opening
performance ? Truly? Honor bright? "
Tony gave a horse to Jerry, then nodded to me,
and we jumped on the horses, and in a jiffy we were
in line with the other horseback-riders on our way to
the Big Show Tent. I will tell you what! I felt like
a brigadier general riding at the head of a regiment
of mounted soldiers. Tony was alongside of me, and
I kept my eye on him to see what he did. He sat
up straight as a colonel, saying to his horse:
"High there! none of your nonsense, Jolly Boy.
Get down to business; up with your forelegs, bow
your head, prance like a circus horse ought to."
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My horse,
Black Hawk,
seemed to understand w h a t
Tony said, and
'did just what
Jolly Boy did.
He nodded his
head s o quick
and strong he almost yanked the bridle out of my
hands.
When we started round the ring on a lively gallop,
and I smelt the fresh sawdust the horses were flinging hi g h with their
hoofs ; I realized that
I was truly a part of
the Circus, a real Circus-rider. Oh, wasn't
I proud ! I wanted to
call to the small boys,
sitting on the ground
round the ring:
" Don't you w i s h
y o u were T o n y ' s
:friend I 0 h, n o ! I
guess not ! " I w a s
wonde ring where
P o k y was when I
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caught sight of him on the bandstand behind the
big bass-drum, thumping it with all his might. I
bowed to him, and he gave me a wink and a nod.
I did not see Jerry, but Tony said that he was riding
ahead of us.
Round and round the ring we went, galloping faster
and faster, till Black Hawk broke into a dead run,

stretching himself out under me till I thought I felt my
feet touching the ground. I let go the bridle, threw my
arms around the horse's neck, clinging for dear life.
Everything grew black before my eyes. I shut them
tight and just let Black Hawk go his own way. I
was scared out of my senses.
The next thing I heard was Tony yelling: "You're
a great Circus-rider, you are, Bob Knight! "
Then I opened my eyes and found myself in the
horse-tent. Black Hawk stopped suddenly, almost
throwing me over his head.
" TJmt'~ t4~ filstest ride I ever had on a horse's

IO
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back. I bet we went a mile a minute," I gasped, for
I had lost my breath.
Tony laughed, saying: " You're a tenderfoot all
right enough."
" But I'll learn," said I.
" Oh, of course, you will,'' Tony very kindly said.
You see, he didn't want to hurt my feelings.
Just then Jerry came along, limping, and snorting,
and wheezing.
"How'd you get along?" Tony asked.
"'Most broke my neck," gasped Jerry. "My
horse threw me when we were going the second time
round the ring, and I went off head over heels, and
lost the rest of the ride."
" Where's your horse? " Tony asked.
"Don't know, haven't seen him since,'' Jerry an_swered, wiping the sawdust off his face and hair.
"Oh, you Greeny ! you'd better take a seat along
with the spectators,'' said Tony.
"Aw! give a feller a chance; this is my first day,"
pleaded Jerry.
Tony ran off. Jerry and I went into the Showtent and took seats. Neither of us said a word, for
we felt pretty cheap. I kept watch for the clown.
Pretty soon he came along hooting and yelling, and
with him was a funny looking man.
The clown was saying: " Hey, Rube I give me
your arm, I'm tired."
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Then the two went arm in arm round the ring,
cutting up all sorts of monkey-shines.
" I wonder where Vic got acquainted with that
stranger,'' I said to
Jerry.
"Rube's no
stranger. He sat
next to me at dinner; and .he's
driver on the lions'
wagon. His name
is Pete Bender, a
jolly fellow,'' said
Jerry.
" I thought h e
was one o f the
crowd come to see
the Show," said I.~~;ii~=~~~~~~=" No, he's one of
us, all right," said Jerry.
"This is a great Show," said I. "And it's the first
one I ever saw without paying 25 cents."
" Gee I" said Jerry, "I'd rather be acting than sitting on these boards. I'm terribly disappointed.
Wish I hadn't tumbled off my horse. Hope Tony
isn't clean out with me. Don't like to be called
Greeny. Feel just like fighting Tony."
" Better not," said I. " We boys are head over
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heels indebted to him for inviting us to travel with
this Show:;,
Jerry and I :were mum for awhile. I felt left out
of the performance entirely. There were three rings,
with something in each that I wanted to see. I tried
to watch all three at once till I was cross-eyed. Then
I kept my eyes on the clown who was monkeying with
everyone he came in contact with. Jerry did not
say anything till the trick bicycle-riders began riding in one of the rings. Then he could not sit still.
He was wild to be on one of the wheels.
He said: " If my horse had been a wheel, you
just bet your life it wouldn't have thrown me! I
can stick to a wheel through thunder and lightning;
but a horse, oh, well, I suppose I don't understand
the beast, that's all."
I said: " Give me a horse every time, it knows
something, it has brains."
Just then the spectators were as still as mice, for
they were watching two young women " loup-theloup " in an automobile. Every body held his breath.
" Gee! " said I. " I wouldn't want a sister of mine
risking her life like that. Those two women must
have nerve."
" They're not women," said Jerry. " I saw them
rigging up for the ride. They're two boys. One is
Grasshopper Tim, the other is Monkey Jack."
.

· ~··
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Instantly I made up my mind to get acquainted
with those fellows. I liked their names.
Pretty soon the acrobats came bounding into the
ring, directly in front of us.
"There's Tony," said I. "Gingo ! isn't he spry!"
"I'd like to thrash him," said Jerry; doubling up

•I

his fist, "but I dasn't, I'm afraid he'd turn me out
of the Circus."
To get even with Tony, Jerry would not look at
him when he did his umbrella act.
I poked Jerry, saying: " Look, look I Tony is
soaring around like a bird."
"Like a buzzard," growled Jerry.
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"Honest In jun! it's wonderful," I exclaimed.
"There's some trick about it," grunted Jerry.
" Trick or no trick, h e
beats everything I've ever
seen," I declared.
Jerry wouldn't look at
Tony.
" One of the acrobats is
Tony's father," I told Jerry,
but he did not answer.
All of a sudden I s a w
Tony's mother dancing out in
·fluffy skirts and bound up on
a fine white horse.
" Oh, say! isn't she pretty? " said I.
Jerry nodded his head.
" See her ride! now she's
going to jump through the hoops. My I but she's
spry, a perfect fairy," I kept saying.
Jerry watched the pretty creature, never once taking his eyes off her, yet he would not praise her,
because Tony had called him a Greeny. You see it
hit Jerry hard on account of his name being Green.
Jerry was mad clean through; but that don't amount
to much, he gets over it plaguey easy. Jerry's a
pretty good sort of a fellow, if you only know how
to handle him.
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I was sorry when Tony's mother threw kisses to
us and skipped out of sight. But I shall see her ride
every day at the two performances for three weeks.
The last act was the chariot-race, with women for

drivers. As the horses, four abreast, dashed wildly
past us, I asked :
" Are those drivers real women? "
" Yes, they are," said Jerry.
" Do you know for sure or are you guessing at
it? " I asked, for I thought he was putting ·on airs,
pretending to know all the Show-people.
" They're women," said Jerry, cross as a bear.
I let him alone after that. And when the performance was out, I skipped away to find Tony.
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Grabbing him by the hand, I exclaimed: "Tony,
you're immense! "
" Did I do my part all right? " he asked.
" Couldn't be beat," I told him.
" What did Jerry think of my flying-act? " he
asked.
I was stumped. But fortunately I did not have to
answer, for just then Poky came running toward us,
hollering:
" Say, boys, what do you think of the band? "
" Great," said Tony.
"It's all right," I told him.
" I made all the music," Poky said.
Tony and I laughed.
" I do," declared Poky. " When I'm thumping that
drum, I make so much noise I can't hear one of the
other instruments."
As we were walking along, I said to Tony: "I'd
like to know Grasshopper Tim and Monkey Jack."
" There they are; come on, we'll overtake them,"
said he, starting on a run.
Poky and I followed, and in a jiffy, we came up
with the two boys. Tony introduced us.
"You're first class in the Ioup-the-loup act," I told
them.
"What!" cried Poky, "are these the gals, who
went around upside down in the auto? "
The boys laughed, and Jack said: "In the Rawl·
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ing Brothers' Circus we are billed as " The Kenwood
Sisters," but between the acts we are Grasshopper
Tim and Monkey Jack."
"How'd you come by those names?" I asked.
T i m s a i d:
" Last season w e
w e re trapeze-performers, and that's
how we got our
fancy names."
Ii
" You must have
been star perform-.
A. A S f-1 o PP E ll
M
ers," said I.
" That we were," said Tim, with a conceited toss
of his head.
A s w e fellows
were walking
along I proposed
going to the horsetent t o s e e the
horses, but Tony
said that w e did
not have time. So

C.

S

Ti

N\ ON/( .r: ·y JA.c.K,we
went to the
feed-tent for supper. I sat beside Hey, Rube! and, of course, I expected to have a lot of fun with the queer fellow, but
he never said a word to any one, he was too busy.
:z
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After supper we met Jerry in the animal-tent. He
was standing near the Monkeys' cage.
"Look out, there!" called Tony, "get away from
the Monkeys' cage or you'll get pinched."
Jerry jumped ten feet, and looked behind to see
whether any of the monkeys were coming after him.
We fellows laughed, and the monkeys seemed to
enjoy the joke, for they put their noses against the
wires and grinned at Jerry.
He looked full of fight, but he held his temper and
acted very polite to Tony. You see, Jerry fully realizes his indebtedness to Tony for the invitation to
travel with the Circus.
I didn't know what the rest of the fellows wanted
to do, but I made up my mind to stay in the animaltent. I had had enough of the Show-tent in the afternoon. So when we came to the elephants, I stayed
there, and let the fellows go on.
Elephants are interesting creatures, they seem to
do a good deal of thinking. I wanted to get acquainted with them, so I had my pockets chuck full
of peanuts. I never said a word, but when I came
near Cresar, he knelt down and threw up his trunk to
let me toss peanuts into his mouth. When the other
elephants saw me feeding Cresar they began to sway
their heads sideways, and to tug at their chains. I
felt sorry to see the big beasts chained to the ground.
I wish they might roam around and go where they
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please like d o g s
and cats. Mahout
is the n a m e of
C res a r's keeper.
I I i k e h i m immensely. He is a
capital g o o d fellow, he likes an
the elephants, and
is kind to them.
But the chap
named Zip I hate. He came along with a broom,
whacking the elephants over the head, telling them
to lie down. The clumsy animals obeyed and Zip
walked all over their bodies, sweeping them off with
the broom. "Getting 'em ready for
the Show," he said,
brushing the animals' eyes a n d
ears with the old
stump of a broom.
Then he whacked
them, telling them
to " Git up."
Mahout is kind
and gentle to the
three elephants in

==--

MAHovT

his charge, Cresar, Nero, and Pompey.
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My favorites among the elephant tribe are the Princess and her Baby. The little elephant is as tame
as a calf. I stayed
with it till the men
began shutting up
the animal's cages,
and a gang of men
began taking down
:the t e n t. T h e
whole concern collapsed like magic.
The e 1 e p h a n t s
were driven out,
the animals' cages
were drawn out,
the big p o 1 e s of
the t e n t w e r e
yanked up, and the
poles and canvas loaded on wagons. A little later
when the performance was over, the big Show-te nt
was taken down in the same way. Six teams of
horses were hitched to each wagon to draw it to the
special train waiting for us at the station. I wanted
to ride on one of the wagons, but the fellows came
along, and Tony said:
" Follow me, boys."
So, of course, I obeyed orders and went with Tony
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to the station where we found our car and turned in
for the night.
It is a kind of sleeping-car with tiers of bunks on
each side. I bunk with Tony, Jerry and Poky are
across the aisle from us.

Just as I was dropping off to sleep, I said :
"Where are we going to, Tony?"
" Utica," said he.
I meant to stay awake till the engine hitched on
to our train: Gee! I wanted to stay awake all night
and enjoy the ride, but I fell asleep.
Utica, Tuesday, July

2.

The next thing I knew, Tony was shaking me, saying: "Bob, it's five o'clock. Get up, we're late.
Heigh, there! Jerry and Poky, hustle up! We must
be off to the grounds."
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"What'd say?" yawned Jerry.
"Hurray!" cried Poky, "another day with the
Circus, and I'm to beat the drum in the band."
" Stop your noise,'' cried Jerry.
Poky was sitting on the side of the bunk, drumming
his feet.
Jerry wanted to take another nap, but when he saw
Tony and me going out of the car, he and Poky
jumped up, and we all went to the Circus grounds.
We were late, the men
were eating breakfast.
When w e t o o k our
places I sat next to the
Indian Chief. I tried
to be friendly with the
brave old man, but I
could not get him to
look at me. I suppose
he thought I was a paleface kid of no account.
H
I
£
F
I w o n d e r w h a t he
Di AN
thought of Jerry's muscle. The old chief, however,
did not appear to see anything, he has eyes that
keep looking straight ahead, as if they were still
gazing across the prairies.
Before going with the street-parade Tony and I
went to one end of the grounds where the Indians
were putting up their tepees.

IN
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" I'll show you a young buck, named Kicking
Horse, who is the biggest athlete we've got in the
whole Show," said Tony, taking me to a place where
a young redskin was setting up a tepee.
" Howdy," said Tony.
"How," said Kicking Horse, nodding his head.

I Noi

""•I"' '~

I '
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" ~ '' (!l!t!-(g.t ·-I~
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" Fine day," said Tony.
" Fine day, good weather, big show, heap money,"
replied Kicking Horse.
" Sure," said Tony. Then he introduced me.
Kicking Horse pointed to me, asking : " Jump?
ride? what good for? "
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" My friend, company," Tony explained.
"Ugh! no good," said the Indian.
"Wait till you see our friend Jerry," said I.
" Who? What? " Kicking Horse asked.
Tony said: "We have a friend named Jerry who
is a big wrestler, fighter,
and trick byke-rider."
" Me no see him," said
Kicking Horse.
"We'll show him to
you," said Tony, as we
walked away.
" I'll show that young
buck what a paleface can
do. See if I don't," I told
Tony.
"It's his way, don't
mind him," said Tony.
It is well enough for
Tony to say that, for, you
see, his feelings were not
.
ORSE
ICr-1 .,.
hurt. That makes a big
difference. But I was wrathy and would like to punch
the impudent savage's head for him. But we had
no time for fighting, we had to be off to catch the
wagons that were lining up for the street-parade.
When the big animals came along, Tony asked:
" Bob, which do you want to ride? "

K.' ., ·N-rH
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"Give me something easy," said I, because I had
not forgotten my ride on Black Hawk yesterday.
"A camel?" Tony asked.
" Gee, no ! " said I.
" An elephant? "
"Aw, no!"
" A wild zebra? "
" Guess again," said I.
Tony laughed, saying: "Let's ride with the band;
we'll sit with the driver."
Running with all our might to the head of the procession, we caught the band-wagon before it started.
We found Jerry and Poky among the musicians.
Poky was beating the drum, and Jerry, with his sleeves
rolled up, was leaning against one of the big gold
wings, trying to look like a gladiator. Tony and I
climbed upon the seat with the driver and rnde
through the streets at the head of Rawling Brothers'
Circus procession. I tell you what! the boys of Utica
envied us. I saw them running along beside the
wagon, looking up at Tony and me. And I know
how they felt, for I've followed many and many a
circus-parade, and envied the fellows on the driver's
seat of the big gold band-wagon.
Tony and I did not do much talking, because
Poky's drumming made such a thundering noise. I
could not hear myself think. I just sat up straight
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and stiff and pretended I owned the whole circus.
Gee! wasn't it fun!
When we got back to the Circus grounds, I told
Jerry about Kicking Horse.
"Humph!" said Jerry.
"I wish you'd thrash him," said I.
" I'll do it," cried Jerry, all alive with fight. Then
he added : " I have never had a wrestle with a real
live Indian, and I'd just like to test the savage's
muscle."
I told Jerry: " I can thrash the young redskin, but,
of course, you can do it so much better, perhaps, I'll
let the job out to you."
That set Jerry up, and he promised me he would
thrash the Indian to-morrow.
I went to dinner · with Tony, and we did not see
Jerry. So after dinner I looked around the grounds
for him, but I could not find him. Just for something to do, I wandered off toward the Indian encampment, and what do you think I saw? Jerry
Green and Kicking Horse sitting side by side on a
box, chatting away as friendly as two Poplar Hill
School boys.
Gingo ! wasn't I wrathy ! I walked past them and
gave Jerry a fierce look.
" Hollo, Bob," he called, " come here and see Kicking Horse's muscles in his arms, they're immense."
I never looked at him, but walked straight ahead to
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the Big tent, for it was time for the afternoon entertainment to begin.
Jerry caught up with me, saying: "Say Bob, that
Indian has more muscle than any fellow I ever met."
"You're a brave fellow, you are," I told him.
" I ain't afraid of the Indian/' said Jerry.
"Aw, yes, of course, you're not."
"Henest In jun!"
"Then why didn't you challenge his muscle?"
said I.
" Let me explain," said Jerry. " You see when I
met Kicking Horse, I saw in a minute he was a firstrate fellow, he didn't show any fight; so naturally I
didn't want to lick the fellow -"
" I th'o ught you were going to lick him for me,"
said I, mad as a hornet.
"Humph! when a fellow is all straight and peaceable, I don't want to pitch into him. Don't you see? "
Jerry explained.
" Oh, yes, I see. When you saw his muscle, you
backed down," I told him.
Jerry turned and was about to pitch into me, when
Tony came along calling:
" Boys, come quick. One of the monkeys is out of
. his cage."
Jerry undoubled his fists and let his arms drop, and
away we ran after Tony. In the animal-tent we saw
one of the biggest monkeys away up on the center
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pole. His keeper was trying to coax him down by
offering him all kinds of fruit and nuts, but the
cunning rascal pretended not to see his favorite grub.
Then the man began throwing sticks
and stones, but the monkey dodged them
every time. My! but he was clever!
How I wished Jim Daylight was there!
He could climb that pole, and bring
down the runaway while we fellows
were thinking about it. Jerry pretended
he could climb the pole, but I took notice that he did not do it. It was Vic,
the clown, who went up the pole. He
put on thick heavy buckskin gloves, so
that the monkey could not bite his hands,
and grabbed the little beast quick, and
came sliding down the pole, holding on to
the pole with his legs and one arm, and
with the monkey under the other arm.
"Kito knows I'm his brother. Hey, sir! don't
you? " Vic said, patting the monkey on the head.
Then he put it in the cage.
The keeper handed some money to Vic, but he
shook his head, saying: "Keep your cash. I did it
for the love of my friend Kito."
"My I isn't Vic a bully fellow I" exclaimed Tony.
I am glad that Tony is beginning to appreciate the
clown.
,.
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During the excitement
of catching the monkey,
I forgot about being
angry at Jerry. When
the Show began, all the
fellows went in to see it.
But I decided to go to
the monkeys' cage and
get acquainted with the
funny rascals.
I went first to Kito's
cage. When he saw me,
he walked slowly across
the cage, 1o o k i n g me
straight i n th e eye. I
suppose he was trying to
find out whether I was a
friend to him. He is a fierce looking fellow.
" Poor Kito," said I, " you had hard luck, didn't
you?"
Hearing me speak
kindly, he began to
whine, at the same
time showing me a
cut on one of his
h a n d s. I t w a s
bleeding, so I tore
a strip '£ r om my
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handkerchief, and he put his wounded hand between
the bars, and I bound it up. Then he stretched out
his other hand for
the rest of the handkerchief, which I
willingly gave him.
Jumping back on his
perch, he s e t t 1 e d
down quite content.
Just t h e n Simmons th e monkeykeeper came along
with
some tomatoes
I
'f o r t h e monkeys.
AN 0 '
They seemed crazy
to get the fruit or
vegetable, which is it? I have not a dictionary here
to find out. Anyhow, the monkeys grabbed the bright
red things and began eating them. All but Kitty, a
young orangoutang, I guess she is. She looked at
hers a w h i 1 e then began
squeezing it into catsup, covering herself with the red
juice.
" Here, Kit! stop that mischief," called Simmons.
Kitty winked at him and kept right on making tomato-catsup.
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" Do you hear? " he cried.
By this time the bottom of the cage was covered
with the slippery juice, and Kitty was trying to slide
in it.
But Simmons opened the door of the cage, saying
good-naturedly: " Come on, Kitty, you naughty girl,
come, and I'll wash you off."
Kitty dropped what was left of the tomato and
sprang into her keeper's arms, and he carried her
away. In a few minutes he brought her in again,
and she was clean. After putting her into the cage,
he had to wash the floor of the cages where the other
monkeys had been eating tomatoes.
" Kitty is the most mischievous of them all," Simmons told me.
" How old is she? " I asked.
" Two and a half," he said.
" She is about the size of a child two years old,
isn't she," I asked.
" Yes, just about that size and ten times as mischievous, just full of her pranks all the time," said
her keeper.
"I bet you like her," I said.
" She's my pet," he replied.
Then he took me to see the baby monkey. She is
three months old, and about the size of a little kitten.
Her name is Pansy. She was in a basket, wrapped in
flannel. He gave her a bottle of milk, and she sat up
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and drank it like a baby. After she had emptied the
bottle, Simmons took her in his hands, saying,
" I can't let you handle her, she is too delicate."
Pointing to another cage, he said: " They're her
mother and father.
They don't like to
have her t a k e n
away from them,

--=~-~~~i~~~~~~--:-:: but all their little
:::
-~ ~
monkeys have
_,...~

--__:_____
died, so I am taking care of this one myself, bringing it up on a bottle."
Simmons next introduced me to a big ape, saying:
" Mike, here's a new boy, what do you think of him?"
The old fellow bounded forward and looked at me
from head to feet, winking and blinking all the while.
Then he turned toward Simmons, winking and blinking as fast as he could make his eyes go.
" What does he
mean? D o e s he
th i n k I'm a 11
right? " I asked.
"Mike," said
Simmons, " what
do you think of Tony's friend?"
I took a handful of peanuts from my pocket, and
when the ape saw them, he nodded his head and
thrust his hand between the bars. I handed the nuts

M
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to him, he grinned at me and winked at Simmons.
" Mike says you're all straight," Simmons told me.
Then he explained that Mike was a trained ape. His
part in the show was to smoke a pipe.
In the next cage was an ape named McGinnis.
Simmons handed him a hat and broom, and the old
fellow showed us how he could sweep the floor.
Simmons said
to him: " Say,
McGinnis, t h i s
/ boy's n a m e is
Bob, do you like
him?"
"Naw," growled the ape, just
as p 1 a in as I
could have said
it.
" Bear the impudence
of
him? " said SimINN iS
mons.
Putting out my hand, I said : " McGinnis, shake,
let's be friends."
Kii, yii, yii, yii ! how that animal did grab the iron
bars of his cage and shake them. I offered him peanuts, but he screamed and shook the bars like fury.
3
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"All right for you, McGinnis, you
can't have any of my peanuts," I told
him.
The ape growled and kept on shakin&
the bars of his cage.
Dude was the monkey in the next
cage. It was time for him to go into
~E the Show, so Simmons dressed him in
a shirt, suit of clothes, and a silk hat. He did not
pay very much attention to me, because he was so
interested in being dressed.
Next door to Dude is a cage
full of monkeys, a squirrel monkey and a spider monkey, and
a pair of green monkeys, and
all kinds of little monks. And

D

s
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with them was a big, lazy,
~appy cat, named Sleepy. At
first I felt sorry for her, because cats are such clean
animals, and monkeys are anything
b u t c 1 e a n. Simmons, however, told
me that Sleepy was
~~~
-=:: happy and contented

with t h e monkeys,
then I did not worry
about her.

,
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I hung around the monkey's cages till they were
taken into the Show-tent to perform. I helped Simmons dress the ones which were to ride the dogs.
They had regular jockey-suits and caps. When the
five monkeys were ready, it took ten men to hold
them, they were crazy to mount the dogs. When
the whistle blew, we let the monkeys go, and away
they went, each grabbing his dog by the long hair
and jumping astride like a real jockey of the racecourse. I followed the dogs and monkeys into the
Show-tent to see the fun. The second time around
the ring one of the monkeys fell off his dog, and instead of running after it, he stood still and waited
till his dog came round again, then he grabbed it by
the hair and ran by its side and sprang on to its
back. One of the bareback riders could not have
done better.
" Simmons," said I , " did you see that monkey wait
for his dog?"
" Yes," said he. " No one need tell me that monkeys don't reason. They've got more sense than half
the folks, and as for memory, why, a monkey or an
ape can remember better than I can. They'd make
good detectives, they can spot a thief every time."
When the race was over, I helped Simmons undress the jockey-riders. All the monkeys, but Mc·
Ginnis, seem to like me.
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When I was putting one of the monkeys in the
cage where the cat is, I heard a voice say:
" Shut the door, shut the door."
Gee! I jumped two feet in the air.
"What?" said I. "Who's talking?" For I did
not know which monkey it was.
" Ha-ha-ha! " s o m e o n e
laughed.
" W h i c h of you monkeys is
talking? " I asked.
" Ha-ha-ha! " S o m e o n e
laughed again.
Climbing up on the hub of the
wheel I peeked into the cage and
saw a green parrot on a perch in
one corner of the cage.
" Hollo, Poll," said I.
" Hollo," said she.
Then she climbed slowly down, taking hold of the
bars of the cage with her claws and beak. The
monkeys watched her, but they did not offer to touch
her.
I said to Simmons : " I should think the monkeys
would pull all the feathers out of that bird."
" They dasn't do it. Poll would peck their eyes
out," he said laughing.
" How about the cat? " said I.
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"No monkeying with her, either; she's got claws,
and the monkeys know it," said Simmons.
" Monkeys are very peaceable animals, aren't
they ? " I asked.
"Yes, if they are treated well. It don't pay to
abuse them. I treat mine like human beings, like
brothers," the monkey-trainer explained to me. Then
he went on to tell how cruelly some trainers treat
animals. "It's too awful to tell," he said, shaking
his head.
I did not urge him to relate the cruel tales, for I
did not want to hear them.
Just then we heard a loud cheering, and we knew
the chariot-race was on. I ran to see the fiery steeds
come tearing out, all lather and foam. Kii, yii, yii,
yii ! it was exciting ! I met
the fellows and we walked
a r o u n d till suppertime.
When we passed through
the Indian encampment I
saw an Indian girl looking
out of a tent. Tony said
it was Kicking Horse's sister, South Wind. I did not see Kicking Horse anywhere around.
In the evening I went to the monkey cages and
talked about monkeys with Simmons. They are as
interesting as clowns.
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It was midnight when we went to take our
train.
Syracuse, Wednesday, July 3.

The first thing I did this morning was to ask a
favor of Tony. I said: " Say, Tony, will you let me
ride on top of the lions' wagon? "
" Yes, of course, I will," said he.
" And I want to put on a bright red suit with brass
buttons, so as to look like a lion-trainer," I told him.
Then I explained why I wanted to look like one of
the trainers: " You see, I know some of the Syracuse
boys and I want to make them think I'm a real Circus Showman, one of the famous lion-trainers."
But Tony said: "I'll rig you up in a tiger's skin,
and you can make them believe you're one of the
great man-eating tigers."
" Oh, no," said I, " the boys won't know I'm inside the tiger's skin, they won't know it's their friend
Bob Knight."
"That's so," said Tony. "Well, I'll get you a
red suit and tell Zagnobo the lion-trainer that you
want to ride with him on top of the cage."
I was so excited I could hardly eat my breakfast.
Tell the truth I did not want anything to eat.
It did not take long for Tony to rig me up in regular circus fashion, and when the procession started,
I was on top of the big wagon with the man Zagnobo
dressed in red. This was the greatest thing I had
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done yet; and when the heavy wheels rolled over the
pavement, with that chunching sound that all circus
wagons make, I was so happy my heart thumped and
bumped and jumped. When we reached Seneca
Street where the crowd was lined up along the curb,
the lions underneath us began to growl. Gee whiz!
didn't I feel big! All the time I kept watch with one
eye, looking for my friends in the crowd, but the big
wagon jolted so much I could not see distinctly. I
looked and looked as we rode through the streets, but
I did not see them.
When we got back to the circus grounds, Tony
said: " Did you see your friends? "
" Naw," said I, "but perhaps, they'll be at the
Show this afternoon."
I was down-right disappointed.
"Tony," said I, "I'd like to take part in the Show
this afternoon. What can I do?"
While Tony was thinking, I said:
" Do you suppose I could loup-the-loup with Grasshopper Tim and Monkey Jack?"
"You'd break your neck," said he.
"What's Jerry going to do?" I asked.
"He's doing stunts with the byke-riders," said
Tony.
"I'd like to ride an elephant," said I.
"All right, you know Mahout, ask him," said Tony
and skipped off.
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I ran to the animal-tent and asked Mahout to let
me ride on Ccesar's back. He said: " Ha-ha, ya-ya,"
and nocUled his head, which means yes.
So when the elephants fell in line for the grand
march, I was in that red box trimmed with gold
.fringe on Ccesar's back. Mahout walked by Ccesar's

AT /V\E
head. Kii, yii, yii, yii ! didn't I feel big! I wave<f
my cap when the spectators cheered, for I knew my
friends were in the crowd. And sure enough they
were. After the performance was over they hunted
me up. I was feeding the elephants peanuts, when
I heard:
" Hollo, Circus Bob ! "
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Looking around I saw my Syracuse friends standing beside me. The first thing I did was to show them
round the animal-tent. When we went near the
monkeys' cage, I was brushing the sawdust off my
coat with my handkerchief, and as soon as Kite saw
my handkerchief he put out his hand for it. Of
course, I gave it to him. What could a fellow do?
I could not refuse anything a monkey wanted. He
showed me his sore hand, and I bound it up for him,
but it did not need it, for it is nearly well.
Pretty soon Tony, Jerry, and Poky came along,
and I introduced them to my Syracuse friends. Then
we all started on to see the
sights of the Circus. W e
went from cage to cage, looking at all the animals. But
the tent was pretty warm, so
we went outside where the
Side Shows are.
" Let's call on the Skeleton," Tony proposed, leading
the way. Tony has passes to
all the places.
So we all followed h i m
into the tent, on which was
the sign:
" IO cents to see the Thinnest Man in the Worid."
"Hollo, Skinny," said Tony, as we went in.
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" Hollo," said the Skeleton. His voice was like a
ghost's. Then he moved one of his legs, and we
could hear his bones rattle.
"Gingo ! " exclaimed Jerry, "but he's all bones."
" He's a first-class skeleton, so father says," Tony
told us.
"If I were as thin as he, I'd eat all the time," declared Jerry.
"Then you'd lose your job. That man wouldn't
be any good for a Circus, if he got fat," Tony said,
laughing at Jerry.
"That's so," said Jerry.

Then we went out of the Skeleton's tent into the
Fat Woman's tent.
"Good morning, Mrs. Mooney," said Tony, lifting
his cap.
We fellows touched our caps.
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"Fine day, sir," said she.
" How 's business?" Tony asked.
" Good, good," she answered, smiling.
"These boys are my friends," said Tony, waving
his hand toward us fellow s.
Looking at Poky, she said: " That chap is too
thin, he ought to eat more."
" I eat everything I can lay my hands on," replied
Poky.
" Come in and take a meal with me, I'll try to fill
you up," the Fat Woman said to Poky.
" Much obliged, I'll accept your invitation," he replied.
Then she said to Tony: "How does your mother
like her new horse? "
" First rate," he replied.
" Give your mother and father my regards," she
said, as we fellow s were going out of the tent.
" Thank you, I will," he answered.
Then we went into the Cannibal tent and saw four
wild men who once upon a time ate human beings.
Jerry said to Poky : " You'd better keep out of
sight, these cannibals may nab you."
"Humph! they don't want bones. You'd make better sausage than I would," Poky said, walking ahead
of us all, brave as a lion.
There was not any fun going on in that tent, the
wild men were stupid. I suppose they thought we
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fellows would not make very good eating. So we
went into the Zulu Snake Charmer's tent.
"Wow I" said Poky, when he saw the live snakes
crawling and twisting around the woman's bare neck
and arms.
"Gee I" said Jerry, "but those reptiles must feel
cold."

" I don't see how she can endure the things twining
around her," I said.
"Oh, it's easy enough when you get used to it,"
Tony told us. But I don't know how he knows.
" I wish Jim Daylight could see the Zulu Snake

Charmer, he could appreciate her snake-act," said I.
" That's so, Bob. Jim knows all about the snake·
business," Jerry replied.
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" Let's tell her about Jim," Poky proposed.
"She's a Zulu, she can't speak English," Tony
told us.
So we went out of the tent. We did not take
in any more of the Side Shows, because my friends
had to go home, and we circus fellows knew it was
time for grub.
In the evening I went into the Show purposely to
see Tony's mother ride her beautiful horse. She is
the best bareback-rider in America. She is a wonder, sure enough!
When we fellows were on our way to the car, Jerry
said: "Boys, to-morrow's the Fourth.
"Hurray!" cried Poky.
" Where are we going to perform? " Jerry asked.
"Rochester," said Tony.
We all yelled :
"Three cheers for the Fourth I
And Rochester !
Rah, rah, rah, Rochester I "

" I bet Jim Daylight will come up from Charlotte
to see the Circus," said I.
" Do you suppose we'll see Jim to-morrow? " said
Jerry, wild with excitement.
" Course you will. Jim will be on hand to see the
Zulu Snake Charmer, surepop I" said Tony.
" Perhaps Jim will bring along a few snakes to sell
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to the Circus, or some frogs or toads or turtles or
some of his ferrets," Poky said.
"I'd like to meet Jim, I've heard so much about him
and his dog Grouse," said Tony.
"And his sister Molly," put in Poky.
" Jim and Molly will be on hand for the Circus,
and don't you forget it!" said Jerry.
We fellows turned in for the night and did not
know when the train started.
Rochester, Thursday, July 4.

The train got here at three o'clock in the morning. We fellows could not sleep, because it was the
Fourth. There was a big racket going on outside,
so we piled out to see what was up. We found our
men on the wagons, drawing the poles and canvas to
the Driving Park, where the Show will take place. I
wanted to ride on one of the wagons, but Tony said:
"Oh, boys, come on, let's find a place to buy fireworks."
"I want a hundred cannon-crackers," said Jerry,
following Tony.
We soon found a man setting up a fireworks-stand
on the sidewalk, and we bought him out, almost, then
started on.
"Let's wait for a trolley-car, I'm not going to
walk," said Tony.
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" Here comes a wagon, let's ask the man for a
ride," Jerry said.
" Hollo, there," called Tony. " If you'll give us
fellows a ride to Driving Park A venue, I'll give you
two tickets for the circus."
"That's a bargain," the man answered.
He stopped his horses, and we fellows piled, head
over heels, into the back of the empty wagon. He
was a truck-gardener going home from market. He
had brought in a load of berries for a canning factory.
"This is luck," said Tony, lying down on the bottom of the wagon. The rest of us sat cross-legged.
The man had a first-rate team, so it did not take us
long to reach the street where the circus-grounds are.
We tumbled out and started on a run, Tony was
ahead.
We found all the men busy, but we hung round
the feed-tent till breakfast was ready. I was hungry
as a wolf.
After breakfast, I said to Tony: "I know a tribe
of boys in Rochester, so I want a prominent place in
the street-parade to-day."
" So do I," said Jerry.
"Me, too," cried Poky.
" Beat your drum loud, and every one will look at
you," Tony told him.
" Do you think Molly'll see me? " he asked.
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" Course, she will," Jerry told him.
" I'll be terribly disappointed if Jim Daylii:"ht isn't
in the crowd on the street," said I.
" I bet some of the Poplar Hill boys will be in
town, for they live here,'' saiti Jerry.
We all yelled :
" Kii, yii, yii, yii, tiptop !
We're the Jolly Boys of Poplar Hill! Surepop!
Rah, rah, rah I Bang! "

"Where're you going to put us in the parade? Say,
tell us," Jerry said to Tony.
"Well, boys,'' said Tony, "if you want to see Jim
and the rest of the Poplar Hill fellows, you'd better
follow Vic and his donkey. They're always the «enter of atkaction for the boys in the streets."
" We'll do it,'' said I.
"Yes, we will,'' said Jerry.
But Poky said: " You don't catch me a-follering
no clown when I can ride in a gold band-wagon along
with the music. No, siree ! I'll ride, you fellows can
trot after the clown and his donkey, if you want to."
Jerry, Tony, and I laughed and skipped off to find
Vic. He was hitching Sancho, his donkey, to a little
red cart. We told him what we wanted to do.
" Oh, say," said he, " I've got some old suits.
Don't you boys want to dress up in them and be
clowns?"
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" Yes, yes, yes," we all yelled.
" Who's all right?
.Vic the Clown ! Vic, Vic, Vic l
He's all right! Rah, rah, rah! "

Away we ran to his tent, and in a jiffy, we were
dressed as clowns. We even had the white paste on
our faces.
At ten, the circus horses, wagons, and animals
formed in line and started. We fellows trotted along

with Vic behind the donkey-cart, taking turns riding
the donkey. Vic is very generous, he did not ride at
all. The streets were crowded with people, mostly
kids. And the way the fire-works were popping and
banging all around us was frightful. One of us fellows had to walk, taking hold of the donkey's heels
to keep him from kicking the dashboard off the cart
4
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and breaking up the entire parade. I was so busy
taking care of Sancho that I forgot all about the
Poplar Hill boys, till I heard some one sing out :
" Hollo, there ! Bob."
I looked around and saw a gang of Poplar Hill
boys on a fence.

" Hollo! " I yelled.
Down they jumped and ran after us, calling:
" Give us a ride. Hold on to that race "horse of
yours. Don't let him run away. Hold him tight.
Give him more oats."
"Aw, shut up," cried Jerry, introducing the boys
to Vic.
"We're just guying Bob," Otto explained, with
a wink.
Vic threw his arms around Otto and walked along
with him. Ben, Sam, Dick, and Harry followed, talk-
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ing to Jerry. I had all I could do to look after Sancho. Part of the time I had him by the head, and
part of the time I was holding his heels down.
Every time a cracker went off, up would go his hindlegs, almost upsetting the cart.
All of a sudden some one slapped me on the shoulder, saying: " Don't you know an old friend? "
I looked around, and there stood Jim Daylight.
"Jim," said I, "give us your paw."
" When did you tum into a clown? " he asked.
"This morning. It's great fun ," I told him.
" Let me help you with this animal. What do you
call it anyhow?" he asked, pulling the donkey's ears.
" Sancho is a first-class article," said I.
"He looks it," said Jim, slapping the donkey's fat
sides.
" Don't touch its tail," I cautioned Jim.
"I'd like to know why," said Jim, taking hold of
the tail.
Gee! how Sancho did kick I It took three of us fellows to hold him down.
" I'll jump on his back," said Jim, " and keep his
heels on the ground."
Jim's plan worked like a charm. And that is the
way Jim went through the streets of Rochester in
Rawling Brothers' Circus-Parade.
When the boys in the streets saw Jim on Sancho's
back, they all wanted to ride.
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But I said: "Here, you kids, get out of the way."
" Give us a ride," they kept calling to us.
" You don't belong to our Circus," I told them,
putting on a lot of airs. Yet I felt sorry for the boys

who could not ride, because I knew just how they felt.
I have followed Circus-parades many a time, asking
for a ride on the clown's donkey. But I never had a
ride, till I got acquainted with Vic.
Jerry had his pockets full of giant-crackers, but
he could not find time to fire them. And, besides, he
was afraid of frightening our horses and elephants
and camels.
Tony asked all the Poplar Hill boys to go to the
circus-grounds, but they said that they could not go,
but would come to the Show in the afternoon. Jim
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went with us, and when Poky saw him, he yelled at
the top of his voice :
"Jim, how's the fishing in Lake Ontario?"
"Never was better," Jim answered.
" How many you caught this summer? " Poky
asked.
" 'Bout a million," ·Jim replied.
"Gee whiz! I wish I'd been there," said Poky,
whacking his head with his fist.
"Wish you had," said Jim.
"Where's Molly?" Poky asked.
" She'll be at the Show this afternoon," Jim told
him.
" Molly, oh, Molly! " I cried.
" Can she make blueberry-pies yet? " Jerry asked,
smacking his lips.
" You bet she can," said Jim.
"We must give Molly a ticket to our Show," said
Tony, looking in his pocket to see whether he had
one left. He is always giving them away.
"How's the snakes in Buck Pond?" Poky asked.
" Lively," said Jim.
" Did you bring any with you? " Poky asked.
"n·i dn't have time to catch 'em,'' said Jim.
Tony invited Jim to stay to dinner, and we fellows took him into the feed-tent with us. When we
were seated, we began asking questions.
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" Say Jim," said Jerry, " any campers at Buck
Pond this summer ? "
"Yes, but I don't have anything to do with them.
They're not like the fellows of Camp Ska-no-da-,ri-o,"
Jim told him.
" Are the fraidcats at Long Pond? " Poky asked.
"Naw, I've never seen them since the time we
licked 'em in that fight we had with 'em," said Jim,
looking like a hero.
" Didn't we scare them good! " said I.
" Do you ever see our horse, Hunter? " Poky asked.
" Ride him 'most every day," said Jim.
" Gee! you have fun!" cried Poky.
" More fun than a Circus," declared Jim.
" Say! "cried Tony," You don't know what a Circus is! Did you ever ride a mustang or a bucking pony?"
" Excuse me," said Jim, " I forgot I was eating dinner with the Circus people."
" How's the calf, Clover? " I asked.
" She's a fine red cow giving milk," said Jim.
" Cracky ! is that so? " I cried.
" Have you eaten Sunrise yet? " Poky asked.
" N aw," said Jim, " he crows every morning fit to
split his throat."
"How are our friends, Mr. and Mrs. Bush?" I
asked, thinking of all the good things Mrs. Bush used
to give us to eat.
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"Tipt op," said Jim. " I saw them last evening,
and Mr. Bush said they 'd go to the Circus to-day, but
he's busy gettin g in his hay."
" Oh, boys! don't I wish I was there to drive the
team for him!" cried Jerry.
" He told me to tell the Campers of Buck Pond
that he missed them this summer," said Jim, grinni ng
at us.
" Give Mr. Bush our very best regards," sang out
Jerry.
"Who 's sailing the Kingfisher this summ er?" I
asked.
" I am," said Jim. " And she's the finest craft on
the Lake. "
" Aye, aye, sir! " we fellows shouted.
"Gee whiz! " exclaimed Poky ," I forgot all about
Grouse. How' s your dog? "
" He wante d to come with me, but I told him to go
'long back, for I knew he'd be fighting every dog he
met. And I don't want all the dogs in Rochester
killed," Jim answered.
" I suppose your father is fishing this summer?"
Poky said.
"Oh, yes, he's had good luck so far," Jim replied.
All the time we fellows were talking to Jim, Tony
kept still, because he does not know our friends at
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Buck Pond. But when we were through dinner, he
said:
" Jim I have tickets for you and your sister for
the Show this afternoon."
" Thanks ," said Jim, " we're very much obliged to
you."
Then we fellows went out of the entrance gate and
hung round, waiting for Molly. When we saw her
coming down the street, we swung our caps round and
round our heads, yelling:
"Who can make a custard-pie?
Molly! Molly! Molly!
Rah, rah, rah ! Molly I
Zee, Buzz, Bang, Zip ! Molly I "

She laughed and said : " How are you boys? "
"Tiptop ," said Jerry.
" All right," said Poky.
I could not get my innings to
answer Molly, because all the
b o y s talked a t o n c e. After
awhile I got a chance to introduce Tony. Then we all went
into the tent where the animals
were. Jerry and Poky escorted
O
Molly; Tony, Jim and I followed.
When we went into the Showtent, Poky joined the band, and Jerry and Tony went
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to get ready for their acts, so I had Jim and Molly
all to myself.
" I never knew there were so many wild animals
on earth," said Molly, terribly surprised.
" I'm disappointed not to find any snakes,'' said
Jim.
Then I told him about the Zulu Snake Charmer and
promised to take him to see her in the evening.
" She's great," I told Jim.
While Jim and I were talking about snakes, Molly
was watching Tony's mother ride her beautiful horse.
"That horse is an Arab steed," I told her. "It cost
hundreds of dollars."
The three rings puzzled Molly and Jim a good deal.
They did not know which to look at. But Molly after
awhile picked out the act she liked best and watched
one ring at a time. While Jim almost twisted his head
off, trying to see all three rings at once.
" Plague take it! " he cried, " I wish I had three
heads, one for each ring, I can't see all there is going
on at once."
" You'll have to see it three times to take it all in,"
I told him.
When Tony with his umbrella, sailed up into the
air, Jim almost tumbled off the seat.
"Tony's immense !" he exclaimed.
Molly clapped her hands and waved her handkerchief.
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We were all disappointed, because we did not see
Jerry in his act. He is doing some stunts with the
bicycle riders, but they were in the fartheres t ring
from us, so we could not see him perform.
We were having such a good time that we forgot
about Otto, Sam, Harry, and Dick, till after the Show
was out, then we met them in the crowd.
" Bob, how does it happen that you are with the
Circus? " Otto asked.
" I'm Tony's guest, he asked me to travel with him
for three weeks," I explained.
"You're a lucky fellow," said Dick, slapping me on
the shoulder.
" How does the Circus compare with camping ? "
Sam asked.
'.' Six to half a dozen," said I.
Jerry whispered to me: "We ought to treat the
boys. I'll buy the lemonade."
"I'll buy the popcorn," said I.
"It's a bargain," said he.
Then we invited the boys to follow us. We went
to the lemonade stand, and Jerry bought every glass
of the pink stuff the man had.
"Hollo, there!" called Poky, coming on a run,
" don't I mingle in this game? "
"Sure you do," said Jerry, handing Poky one of
the tallest glasses.
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"Jim," said Poky, " I'm going to go a-fishing
again in Lake Ontario."
" You fellows must camp again at Buck Pond,"
said Jim, drinking his lemonade.
We fellows yelled :
" Rub-a-dub-dub!
The Camping Club!
Ska-no-da-ri-o ! On-ta-ri-o !
Rattlely-bang ! "

Then we went to the popcorn-wagon, and I spent
every cent I had in my pocket. I bought a bag of
popcorn and a package of fairy-fritters for each of
us fellows.
When we started on, Jerry said: "Come on, boys,
let's fire off a giant-cracker. I haven't had time to
fire one to-day."
We went outside the Circus-grounds to a vacant
Jot and began having some Fourth-of-July fun.
Molly did not go with us, she went uptown to see
her aunt, but promised to come back at seven o'clock.
After firing awhile, we went back to the Circusgrounds, and Molly came at seven. Jerry and Tony
took her into the animal-tent, but I could not get Jim
past the Zulu Snake Charmer. So we went in.
Jim marched up to the woman, saying: " Let me
take one of your rattlers."
"No, no, no," she cried.
" I'm well acquainted with snakes. Let me see a
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copperhead, that's a fine one," said ~im, pointing to
a cage of snakes.
But the woman shook her head, saying: " Bite,
poison, kill."
Jim did not say anything more, but sat down on
a box and watched the snakes squirm around the
woman's neck. All of a sudden one of the snakes
uncoiled itself, and before you could say Jack Robinson, it had slid across the tent and was making for
the door.
"Hold on, old fellow," cried Jim, diving off the
box for the snake. Jim looked like a frog jumping
into the water, as he went after the runaway reptile.
The woman screamed and yelled in Zulu language,
we could not understand what she said, but could see
she :was scared almost to death.
Jim grabbed the snake near the head, but quicker
than scat, it wound its tail round his legs, and threw;
him headlong, but he held on to the villain's neck,
till three men caught the tail end; and after a great
struggle, the snake was put into one of the cages.
The Zulu woman threw her arms around Jim's
neck, jabbering Zulu talk, and crying like a baby. She
thanked him again and again.
" Don't mention it," said Jim, " it was a great
pleasure for me to catch the snake."
After awhile the Snake Charmer got over her
fright and went to performing with her snakes. A
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great crowd gathered in the tent, so we thought we
had better go. Just as we started, the Zulu woman
gave Jim a bag of peanuts for catching her pet
snake, saying:
"Any time you want a job, I'll take you with me
to help manage the snakes."
I was surprised to hear her talking English. But
Jim wasn't. He said: " Gee! Bob, I've a notion
to go with her. It's the chance of my life."
"Come on," said I, "I'd like to have you with us
in the Circus."
"But I can't leave the fishing, nohow," he said.
Yet I could see he wanted to go with us.
To comfort him, I said: "It's a risky business.
That Snake Charmer may not give you a cent of
money. She'll want to pay you in peanuts."
" Yes, and keep me working night and day, I
s'pose," said Jim.
"I'd stick to the fishing," I advised him. Although I wanted Jim with us in the Circus.
As we walked along, he said: " I'm tempted to
go, Gingo ! if I'm not ! "
Just then Poky caught up with us, and we told
him of the excellent offer Jim had to travel with our
Circus.
" Stick to the fishing," cried Poky, at the top of
his voice.
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"I don't know," said Jim, "a fellow doesn't have
such a chance every day."
"I'd rather fish than monkey with snakes," said
Poky.
That seemed to settle it with Jim. He didn't say
anything more about the Zulu woman and her snakes.
Then Jim told me about a job he had at Ontario
Beach Park, helping on the " Shoot-the-Chute."
" It's lots of fun! " he said. " I've saved about
fifty people from drowning."
"How's that?" Poky asked.
" Why, you see," said Jim, " when the car comes
down the chute and strikes the water, half the time
it upsets, spilling all the passengers into the water."
" Cracky ! " cried Poky.
Jim laughed and winked, saying: " Then you see
it's up to me to pull off my coat, jump into the water
and save the drowning people."
" How much do you get? " Poky asked.
" I don't get a cent from the man who owns the
chute, but, you see, I get my pay from the people I
haul out of the water. Some evenings I get as much
as five dollars," Jim told me.
Poky said: "I'd like that job, it's easy."
We all laughed as we went into the Circus, where
we met the rest of the fellows and Molly. Poky
skipped off to the band-stand. And when we fellows climbed up the boards for seats, I helped Molly
'
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up and sat beside her. Jerry was on the other side
of her. What fun I had, watching Jim and Molly
take in the three rings! I have seen the Show twice
a day ever since I joined the Circus at Troy, yet I
enjoyed it more that evening watching Jim and Molly
take it in. I never tire of seeing it.
When the Show was out I said " good-bye " to
Molly, Jim, Otto, Sam, Dick and Harry.
Jim said to Tony: " You must come to Buck
Pond on the shore of Lake Ontario next summer,
and I'll let you sail the Kingfisher."
Tony said: " Thank you, Jim, I'd like to; but I
travel with Rawling Brothers' Circus every summer.
And I'll see you next year when we come to Rochester."
Just as Jim was leaving, he whispered to me:
"Bob, maybe, I'll join you in Buffalo to-morrow
to go with the Zulu Snake Charmer."
" Do, I'll be glad to see you," I told him.
While we fellows were talking, the circus-men
were hustling around, pulling up the poles and lowering the canvas. Tony, Jerry, and Poky wanted to
go up-town to see the fire works. I told them to go,
but I stayed to watch the men take down the tents
and load the poles and canvas on the wagons. Then
I asked one of the drivers, if I might ride to the station with him.
" Why, of course," he said, good-naturedly.
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He was not ready to start, so I walked along looking at the six teams of horses, which were to draw
the load. Several of the horses were -lying down on
the ground. The driver had put straw under them
to keep them clean. The horses are harnessed
loosely, so that they can lie down when there is a
long wait.
The driver's name is Sam. This is his picture.
When the wagon was loaded,
r e a d y to start, Sam and I
climbed upon the high seat, and
he, taking the six pair of reins,
said, in a mild voice:
"Dick."
Dick is one o f the leaders.
When he heard his name, he
got up, so did his mate, and
they started. Without another
word from Sam, the other five teams also started.
"Dick's got more than his share of horse-sense,"
I remarked.
Sam laughed.
I watched him handle the reins of the six teams and
guide the twelve horses as easily as if they were one
team. I tried to compliment him, but every time he
would laugh and say: "It's the horses, not me."
" A Circus wouldn't be worth much without horses,
would it?" I said.
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"No," said he. "A horseless street-parade
wouldn't be worth looking at. Rawling Brothers
were going to equip their wagons and floats with
motors this season, but they came to the conclusion
that self-propelling circus-wagons wouldn't have any
attraction for the people. Every body loves a horse,
- that settled the question."
" Why, I can't imagine a circus-parade without
horses," I told him.
" Neither can I," said he.
" How many horses have Rawling Brothers? " I
asked.
"Nearly seven hundred; all fine animals, too, all
of good stock. We have seventy thoroughbred
Arabian horses, and highly trained ring-horses, and
the huge Percheron, and the heavy dappled grays,
and the Shetland ponies."
"And Vic's donkey," I put in.
" Ha-ha-ha I that's so, we ought to count Sancho,
hadn't we? " said Sam, swinging his reins, tightening some and loosening others, to guide the twelve
horses.
Big giant-crackers were going off all around us,
but the horses kept their easy gait. Oh, of course,
they jumped a little once in awhile.
" Your horses stand the racket pretty well," said I.
" Oh, yes, they don't mind it much," he replied.
"Your horses look well cared for," I said. I could
s
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see that the man was kind to his horses, so I wanted
to compliment him.
" These animals," he said, " have the best of care.
Their glossy coats show that they are well fed and
well groomed. It's to our credit to keep them in
first-class order."
" It wouldn't pay to neglect them," said I.
"No, indeed," said he, "it's business with us."
" Do the horses have to work hard? " I asked.
" Oh no," he said, " they don't have to haul any
great distance. And the horses are taken off the
wagons after the morning street-parade and not put
on again till we hitch up for the haul to the railroad
station at midnight. And then being loosely hitched
they can lie down till they get the word to go. Of
course, in the car they stand with the harness on,
and close together, too close to lie down. It wouldn't
do to let one get down in the car, it would get trampled to death. It's a little hard on 'em at night, but
you see, they get eased up the next day."
" Do you always drive these teams? " I asked him,
for I was thinking of riding again to the station.
" Sure," said he. " These horses and me draw
pretty well together. They know who is behind
them, and they feel a plaguey sight more at ease
when I'm handling the reins and setting the brake.
It makes some horses nervous to have a strange
driver. A nervous horse will fret and wear himself
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into lather in no time with a stranger holding the
reins. Oh, yes, my horses know me. They're just
like human beings."
Then I said to Sam: "When I first joined the
Circus, I wanted to be a clown, but now I believe,
I'd like your job driving the six teams. Does it take
long to learn? "
"I'm an old timer," said he. "I forget when I
learned. It seems as if I had always driven on a
circus-wagon."
" Gee! " said I, " what fun you've had! "
" More fun than a boy killing snakes," said he,
laughing.
" You know Vic? " I asked.
"Vic and I are old chums," he answered.
The horses were turning a corner, and I noticed
that Sam had not moved the reins, so I asked:
" Did you guide the leaders round that corner? "
"Naw," said he, "these horses know the way better nor I do."
As we drew up alongside of the train, I jumped
off the wagon. How I wished Sam was going to
drive all the way to Buffalo, and I was going to ride
with him!
Pretty soon the fellows came along, and we went
aboard the sleeping-car. I know a hundred Rochester boys, but I did not see them, because I was so
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busy all day. I suppose they saw me, with Vic and
Sancho, in the street parade.
Buffalo, Friday, July 5.

When we awoke, it was raining like sixty. Tony
was as cross as a bear. He growled around, putting
on his shoes and his sweater, saying: " Plague take
the luck! We'll lose money to-day."
" What I " said Poky. " Rain won't keep the people away from a circus, will it?"
" Oh, yes, it makes a heap of difference when it
pours like this. The ladies and children won't come.
Our cash won't be heavy to-day, that's certain," Tony
grumbled.
"Well," said Jerry, "don't worry, you'll get your
salary just the same."
"Humph I that's not the question. I'm just as
much interested in Rawling Brothers' Circus as if
I owned the whole show," declared Tony.
"You're right, Tony," said I. "That's the way
to feel towards your employers."
"I intend to have a circus of my own some day,"
he said.
"Let me be drum-major,'' cried Poky.
"I want to be your trick byke-rider,'' cried Jerry,
at the top of his voice.
" I want to be your clown," said I.
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Tony laughed, saying:
surepop ! "
We three yelled :

"Boys, you'll all be in it,

" Who's all right?
Tony's all right.
Rah, rah, rah! Tony!"

" Come on, boys," he said, starting for the feedtent.
At the table I told him about my ride with Sam
and the twelve horses.
Tony replied: "Sam's all right, a good horseman, and kind to his horses; but some of the other
drivers of the six teams are cruel. And I wish
you'd keep an eye on the fellows and report to me any
cruelty you see."
" I'll do it," said I, " for
I'm a friend to horses."
" So am I," said Tony,
" a n d I won't s e e o n e
abused."
"Who is the cruel
driver? " I asked.
"I don't know his real name, but every one calls
him Bruiser," said Tony.
"I know which one he is. I'll keep my eye on
him,'' I promised Tony.
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It rained too hard for a street-parade, so I hunted
up Sam and helped him groom the horses. And we
talked " horse " till the Show began. I tell you
what! Sam knows a lot about horseflesh. And I
am learning it all.
One thing he said was: "Horses are just like
folks. Some fret and worry over their work and get
themselves in a lather all for nothing, while others
take their work kind o' easy and get fat over it.
The nervous horse keeps thin, and you can't fatten
him nohow, and that is all there is about it. And they
grow old fast, and we lose them. But the easygoing horse keeps young. We have horses that have
been with us for over ten years, and look to be only
three years old."
" Is that so? " said I. Then I waited for him to
say something more.
"And another thing," said he, " you mustn't ever
tease a horse, it makes him cross and worrysome,
and spoils his disposition. You take an angel of a
horse and tease him, and you'll make a devil of a
horse of him."
" Gee! " said I, " who'd want to tease a horse! "
"That's what I say," said Sam, "but some hostlers can't keep from tormenting a horse ; just to see
it show its teeth and snap at them."
Just then the whistle blew, and so I skipped off to
the Show.
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" Goihg to ride Black Hawk? " Sam called to me.
I shook my head.
He laughed and said : " Got enough of it the
first day, didn't you, hey?"
"Hollo, there, Bob!" called Tony, "we want you
to ride in the grand-march, we're a man short-"
"Oh, no, you don't catch me on Black Hawk
again."
" Here, now, you get on a red suit and hurry up
quick, too."
I could not refuse Tony. So I ran for the suit.
In a jiffy I was on Black Hawk's back. ·And away
I went! I got along all right, too. Black Hawk
and I seemed better acquainted, or else I'm getting
used to the Circus, I don't know which. Anyhow,
I rode round the ring half a dozen times and kept
right side up, and Black Hawk kept on his four legs,
too.
There was a slim audience both afternoon and
evening. I don't see why a little rain keeps folks
away from the circus.
Jim Daylight did not show up, so it looks as if
he wasn't going to go with the Zulu Snake Charmer.
Poky said: " Jim thinks too much o' fishing to
leave Lake Ontario."
Jerry said: "Jim's got sense. He isn't going to
join the circus when he has good luck fishing."
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We three fellows while waiting for the evening
performance to close, stole away and lay down on a
pile of straw under an old shed. We were tired as
tramps. The last thing I remember was hearing
the rain pelting the roof and the music of the band.
When I awoke the rain had let up, and I saw daylight through the cracks of the shed.
"Tony, what time is it?" I cried.
"Go 'way," said he, turning over.
Punching him, I yelled in his ear: "It's morning. Wake up."
He rubbed his eyes, and when he saw the streaks
of light coming into the shed, he jumped up, screaming: " Boys, we're left. The Circus has gone without us."
" What on earth shall we do? " Jerry asked, sitting up and yawning.
"Hustle up," cried Tony.
" Where to? " Jerry asked.
"Oh, wake up, lazy-bones," snarled Tony.
" Where's the Circus gone? " I asked.
"To Erie. And we must catch the first train out
of Buffalo," Tony told us.
"Oh, yes," said Jerry, "I know where Erie is. I
remember seeing it in my geography - right down
on the corner of Lake Erie."
" Oh, stop your talking and come on," said Tony,
starting on a dog-trot.
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Jerry and I followed.
Tony stopped suddenly, saying: "Jingo, boy! I
haven't but 5 cents in my pocket."
Jerry turned his pockets wrong side out, saying:
" I'm dead broke. Spent all my money for pink
lemonade, treating the Poplar Hill boys."
" I've got 2 cents," said I. " I found it down in
a corner of my pocket."
"Great Ccesar ! " cried Tony. " Three of us and
only 7 cents for breakfast."
We were splashing through ,the mud, trying to
cross the Circus-lot to the street.
"Hold on, boys!" exclaimed Jerry, and by the
tone of his voice, I knew he had a scheme in his head.
"What? What is it?" I asked.
" Look-a-here! " he cried, pointing to an overshoe
in the mud. " And there, and there,'' pointing to
other overshoes.
" What of it! We can't eat rubbers," said Tony,
in disgust.
"Ha-ha I" laughed '.Jerry, pulling up a rubber.
" Come on, boys, get a lot of these rubbers, there's
more than a hundred of them. We'll find a junkpeddler and sell them."
" Zip! Boom I Bang! I'm with you," said
Tony, whooping like a wild Indian, and diving for a
big man's overshoe. Holding it up, he said: "Look,
bo_ys, this one will buy our coffee."
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I began hunting for rubbers, and had more fun
than hunting snakes. We picked up all we could
carry.
"Now for a junk-shop," said Jerry.
"I don't know where to find one," said Tony, "for
I've never been to Buffalo except with the Circus,
and I never had time to see the town."
We walked along, and pretty quick we met some
boys, and Tony asked them about a junk-shop.
One of the boys said that a peddler had just turned
the corner of the street we were on. We fellows
started on a run and overtook the cart. The man
would not give us but 50 cents, but when Tony told
him where he could find more rubbers, he consented
to give us $1.00.
As Tony pocketed the money, and we walked
along, he said: " I'm very sorry for the people who
lost their rubbers in the mud at the Circus, yet I'm
plaguey glad we found 'em."
" Now for a breakfast! " cried Jerry.
" How are we going to get to Erie, if we spend
our money for breakfast? " Tony asked.
" No matter about Erie, let's get break.f ast first,"
replied Jerry, whistling a jig.
"We'll get docked, if we're not on time for the
Show," said Tony. Tony is all business.
" Breakfast, breakfast! " was all Jerry would say.
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I wanted to save the money for our railroad fare,
yet I was hungry as a bear, so I let the other fellows
settle it. We went to a restaurant and ordered a
dollar's worh of stuff for the three of us, and we
gave the 7 cents to the waiter for a tip. He set up
a bouncing meal for us.
After breakfast, Jerry said : " Now I wish we
had that dollar to pay our way to Erie."
"It's a nice time to say so now," I remarked.
"It'll take more than a dollar for three tickets,"
Tony told him. Tony felt better after he had eaten
his breakfast.
"We're tramps now, for sure. Let's walk," I
proposed.
"Aw, no," said Jerry, standing stock-still.
" Let's go down to the Circus-lot and dig up some
more rubbers," I suggested.
" That junk-peddle r has all of them by this time,"
said Jerry, putting his hands in his pockets and
whistling.
" Gee! " said Tony, " you act as if you didn't care
a nickel whether we ever get out of Buffalo or not."
"I'm thinking," said Jerry.
" Boys," said I, " there's no use talking, we've got
to hoof it to Erie."
" All right," said Jerry, " let's play the tramp-act."
"We've got to," said Tony, giving a Jong whistle
and starting off on a brisk trot.
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We went to the station and asked a man which
railroad track led to Erie, and how far it was. When
he told us, Jerry groaned, and Tony said: " Whew!
I'll never get there in time for my act."
" Cheer up, boys," I told them.
" It sounds easy," said Jerry, rolling up his sleeves
and fanning himself with his cap.
"Come on, boys," said I, "let's start. We can
take it easy and get there-"
" After the Show has gone to Cleveland," put in
Tony.
"I never thought of that," said Jerry.
" Come on," cried Tony, " don't stop to think walk."
Then we three tramps set off on the railroad track
for Erie. We did not say a word. Some of the way
we walked the ties, and when we got tired of balancing ourselves on them, we walked the sleepers. Gee I
I kept thinking of Sam's twelve horses and wished I
had them to draw me to Erie. It made my legs ache
to think of those strong animals, but I kept on walking. None of us knew what time it was, for we had
forgotten to wind our watches. So we stopped at a
shanty alongside the tracks and asked the time of
day. A man told us it was noon. Wow I wasn't I
hungry when I heard it was dinner-time.
We walked about a mile farther, then Jerry
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stopped in his tracks, and sang out: " Hold on,
boys, I smell ham-and-eggs I " Pointing to a large
white farm-house a little way ahead, he said:

"They're having dinner over there, let's call on
them."
" Say we do. They look like prosperous farmers.
See what fine barns they have."
" Look at the horses and cattle in the fields,'' said
I.
"Follow me," said Jerry, cutting across-lots toward the house.
Away we went through the fields and over the
fences to the big white house. But when we reached
the place none of us wanted to do the asking.
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"I will," said Jerry, starting up the walk to the
front door.
"Hold on,'' whispered Tony, "don't go to the
front door, go around to the kitchen-door."
"Go to the woodshed-door; remember, we're
tramps," I whispered.
Jerry went to the woodshed-door and knocked. A
kind of good-looking girl opened the door. Jerry
took off his cap, saying:
" Please, Miss, will you give us a good dinner of
ham-and-eggs? "
"Don't know, I'll ask," she said, going into the
room where the family were eating. That girl did
not come back again, she sent the man of the house.
" Hey! " said he, grinning, " want ham-and-eggs,
do ye? What have you to pay for them? "
Tony stepped forward, saying: " Pardon me, sir,
but we're Showmen of the Rawling Brothers' Circus, the Greatest Show in the World, and we got _left
behind in Buffalo, and we're on our way to Erie to
overtake the Circus. If you will give us our dinners, I'll see that you are well paid."
" Circus," repeated the man, sneering.
"Yes, sir,'' said Tony, "perhaps you attended our
Circus in Buffalo yesterday. I'm the great trapezeactor, my friend here is one of the trick bicycleriders, and my other friend is - is the clown."
I straightened and tried to look funny.
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The man shook his head, repeating: " Trapezeactor, trick bicycle-rider, clown! None of you for
me. I never attended a circus in my life."
Tony took a coup~e of
tickets from his pocket,
saying : " Allow me to
present you with some
tickets for our Show at
Erie to-morrow."
" Go 'long with you ! "
MA.N WHO NEV£l
cried the man, knocking
WENT To A
the tickets out of Tony's
Ci Ile vs
hand.
Tony was wrathy. I picked up the tickets, for I
did not want them wasted.
"Go 'long I say, or I'll set the dog on you," the
man cried, stamping his feet.
"Thank yoa," said Tony, "we'll go. You needn't
trouble your cur, it's a hot day."
The three of us raised our caps and walked away.
When we were out of the yard, we began barking
like ~ig bull-dogs. The man came to the door and
shook his fist at us, we could not hear what he said.
And as we did not hear any dog answer our barking,
Tony said:
" That old skin is too mean to keep a dog."
"Let's go back and have it out with him. I feel
just like a fight," said Jerry.
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"Don't waste your strength," said Tony.
" It's a sure sign that a farmer is stingy when he
doesn't keep a dog or two," said I.
" I've no use for anybody who does not like circuses and dogs," said Tony.
We went back to the track and walked a mile or
two before we saw another house. At last we saw
a little red house in the fields, and heard dogs barking.
" There's the place for something to eat," said
Jerry, making for the house.
"A man who keeps dogs has a heart," said Tony,
following.
" Trust him every time," said I, leaping the fence.
When we reached the house three dogs welcomed
us. We w e n t into
the yard, and Jerry
said, patting one dog:
" Hollo, o l d fellow!"
" How are you? "
said Tony, to another.
"Give me your paw, shake, old fellow," said I, to
the third dog.
In a jiffy we fellows were friends with the three
dogs. They followed us to the door, wagging their
tails in a hospitable sort of a way.
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"Guess I've got company," said a good-natured
woman, looking out of the door.
Tony took off his cap and told the story of our
getting left in Buffalo.

"Walk right in, boys, and take chairs," said the
woman, dusting off a couple of chairs with her apron
for Tony and Jerry, and pointing to a stool for me
to sit on. And without asking any more questions,
she put the coffee-pot on the 11tove and began setting
three places at the table.
Pretty soon a man came in. " Hello, boys, fine
day after the rain," said he.
We all said: "Yes, sir." Then Tony told the
story again, explaining that he had nothing but
circus-tickets to pay for our dinner.
"Don't want any pay," said the man.
And his wife said: "Draw right up to the table,
boys, and help yourselves. Do you want your eggs
hard or soft boiled? "
6
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"Any way," said Tony.
"We're so hungry, it won't make any difference
to us," said Jerry.
And I said: " Madam, it didn't take you long to
get a meal for us."
"No," said she, "I always keep the coffee-pot on
the back of the stove, ready at any moment, to get
a quick meal, for I have a boy somewhere out in the
world, and I had a letter from him a month ago, and
he said: 'Mother, keep the coffee-pot on the back
of the stove, for I'm likely to come home any day.'
So you see, I always keep things kind o' handy to get
a meal when he comes."
We fellows d\d not know what to say.
Then she said: " Boys, have you run away from
home? And are your mothers waiting for youse?"
Tony immediately explained to her how we were
connected with Rawling Brothers' Circus.
She threw up her arms, exclaiming: " Oh, dear
me! I bet my boy is with some circus, for he was
always. crazy over 'em, getting up before daylight and
walking to Buffalo to go to 'em."
"What's his name?" Tony asked.
"Tim Braidy," said she.
"Gee whiz!" cried Tony, "he's one of our star
actors. Does the best stunt of all the Show. He
and Monkey Jack loup-the-loup in an automobile."
The woman threw her arms around Tony's neck,
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crying like a little child. " Oh, boys," she said,
" send my boy back to me, send him back ! "
"He's in Erie to-day," said Tony.
" Oh, dear ! and he went right by our house on
the railroad and never stopped a minute to see his
poor mother," wailed Mrs. Braidy.
" I'll tell you how it is," said Tony, "your boy is
busy acting, he can't be spared from a single show,
so he didn't have time to stop and see you -"
"He could have waved his hand from the window,"
wailed Mrs. Braidy.
" He went past the house last night after midnight," Tony told her.
"Don't cry, Maggie," said Mr. Braidy, "we'll go
to Erie and see the Circus this evening."
"Do! do!" cried Tony. " I'll give you all the
tickets you want. And, if you'll pay for our tickets to
Erie, we'll give you the money for them when we get
there."
Mrs. Braidy stopped her crying and went up-stairs
to change her dress. In a jiffy she was ready, and we
all walked to the little station, about a quarter of a
mile, and took the train for Erie. Mr. Braidy left
the three dogs to take care of the house.
Gee! didn't that car-seat feel good when I sat
down on it. I never was so comfortable in all my
life.
When we reached Erie, it was five o'clock in the
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afternoon, and we all made a lively run for the Circus-grounds. The first thing Tony did was to pay
Mr. Braidy for
our r a i 1 roadfares, t h e n he
took them to the
hot-sausage place
for supper.
Jerry and I borrowed some money of Poky and
treated our good
friends to lemon-

and told Mr. and
Mrs. Braidy to go in and look at the wild animals
till the Show began.
" But where's my boy Timmy? " Mrs. Braidy
asked.
"I'll look him up," Tony promised. Then he said
to us fellows: " It won't do to tell Grasshopper Tim
that his mother and father are here, for it might
break him all up and he won't be fit to do the autoact. He might break his neck, if he knew his parents were among the spectators."
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"That's business," said Jerry.
"Let Mr. and Mrs. Braidy enjoy the Show, then
see Tim afterwards," I suggested.
Tony and Jerry skipped off, and I went to help
Sam groom his horses.
" Hollo! " said he, " you're a fine helper to 1eave
me with these twelve horses to scrape the mud off."
"Were they muddy?" I asked.
" Mud! " said he, " why, I couldn't see the horses
for the mud on 'em."
Then I explained how we fellows got left in Buffalo. He laughed and was all right in a second.
So I went to work and made up for lost time.
And when the Show was half over, I skipped in to
see what the clown was doing. I hadn't seen him for
twenty-four hours. I was walking around the ring
when I heard a shrill voice call:
" Timmy, Timmy."
I looked toward the reserved seats and there was
Mrs. Braidy walking up and down, looking in all
directions, waving an umbrella, and calling:
"Timmy, my boy, Timmy, where are you?"
I made a dash for her, and taking her by the arm,
said: " Sit down by me, Mrs. Braidy, and in a few
minutes I'll show you Tim. It's time for him to
perform."
We climbed upon the boards and sat down, and in
a few minutes Grasshopper Tim and Monkey Jack
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came spinning into the ring and around the loupthe-loup upside down and every which way.
" There he, is," said I, pointing to the auto.
" Mercy! :Mercy!" cried his mother. "Timmy ,
Timmy, you'll break your neck I "
Tim and Jack whizzed around again. And Mr.
Braidy stood up on the boards, yelling:
" Tim Braidy, you come out o' that heathenish
concern ! I say come out o' it l Do you hear me? "
Mr. Braidy jumped down from seat to seat till he
landed in the sawdust on all-fours, then he ran after
the automobile, calling:
" Timothy Braidy, Timmy, oh, Timmy! have ye
gone daft ? "
Mrs. Braidy yelled, too, calling: "Timmy , my
boy, Timmy."
At last the automobile came to a standstill, with
the two boys seated inside, right side up. And
jingo! how the crowd did clap! Jack and Tim
waved their hands ,in acknowledgment of the applause. And right in the midst of all this honor for
the boys, Mrs. Braidy climbed into the auto and threw
her arms around Tim's neck; while Mr. Braidy
stood at the side of the auto, scolding and storming
at Tim for risking his neck. He said:
" I didn't bring you up to break your neck in a
Circus, you rascal; get out o' that steam-wa gon."
But the mother was so glad to see her son, she
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could not do anything but hug him. Tim blushed
like a girl and squirmed away from his mother and
came where we fellows were.
"I broke up the whole Show," said he.
"No, you didn't," said Vic. "Why, the people
thought that was a part of the program. I heard a
man say he wanted to come again to see that loupthe-loup act. Why, it was immense! " .
"Well, I won't be in it," said Grasshopper Tim.
"Here, Tim," said Tony. "You must be nice
and kind to your mother. If you're not, you'll lose
your job, that's all there is about it."
Then Tony told Tim how kind his parents had
been to us fellows.
And Tim said: "All right, Tony. I'll own up
I've treated them shabby. But I'll make up for it
now."
The day being Saturday, Tim went home with his
parents to stay over Sunday. He .promised to meet
the Circus at Cleveland on Monday morning. I
never saw a mother so happy as Mrs. Braidy was
when she went off with Tim. And when Mr. and
Mrs. Braidy left the grounds they looked as if they
owned the whole of Rawling Brothers' Circus.
She called to us fellows: " Good-bye, boys, you
brought me good luck, and I'll never forget you, no,
never!"
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" I'll never forget the good dinner you gave us,"
Jerry answered.
" Best eggs I ever ate," sang out Tony.
" It was a great meal I " I called to them at the top
of my voice.
" Well, boys, what next? " Jerry asked.
Just then Poky came along, saying: "Ha-ha, boys,
there was some tall talking round here this morning
when you didn't show up.''
"They dasn't fine me, I'm a valuable actor," said
Tony, pushing his hands down into his pockets and
walking off, whistling.
" The manager better not say anything to me, for
I'm doing my byke-act free," said Jerry, walking away.
" We're getting our grub," said I.
"Yes, and plenty of it," added Poky. And away
he ran. He's crazy over the band and that drum he
pounds.
"I'll meet you at the car," I told Jerry, as I went
to help Sam with the six teams. And I was also
keeping an eye out for Bruiser, to see how he treated
his horses.
I was just in time to help Sam harness and to ride
to the station on the first load. He has to take two
loads every night. Sam grew confidential with me
.and told me that he received 45 dollars a month. He
said he had been with the Circus 21 years, and to
save his neck he could not get away from it. He
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said : " I left once, but I couldn't stay away. I had
to come back. It's fascinating work. I'm good for
nothing else."
I said: "You horsemen must get more pay than the
canvas-men, the men who put up and pull down the
tents."
" True, we do," he said. " They work harder and
get only 30 dollars a month."
"That's the way with life," I remarked.
When we had made the two trips and got back to
the horses' car, we found men there to help us load.
And we packed the horses in.
" Seems to me they stand too close for comfort,
.and are tied with too short a halter," I said.
"Got to be so to keep 'em from lying down. If
a horse lies down in that car, he's dead," said Sam.
And I suppose he is right.
He asked me to be his helper all the time. I told
him I. was not a real Circus boy, but a guest of
Tony's.
"Then you're not going to learn the Show-business," he replied.
" Oh, yes," said I, " I want to learn to be a clown,
but there is so much to see and do in this Circus that
I can't find time to learn the clown's tricks. But
I'll help you all I can."
"I'm allowed a helper, because I have twelve
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horses. Bruiser isn't allowed one, because he has only
six horses," Sam said.
" Are you short of hands? " I asked.
" Yes, good ones. We don't want none of those
runaway, crazy-headed kids that jine a circus just for
the fun there is in it. We want steady kind of fellows," Sam explained. And he knows.
" I see," said I.
"You're just my kind," said Sam.
"Thank you," I replied. And didn't I feel big! It
means something when a horseman like Sam compliments a fellow.
When our horses were in the car, I ran to our
sleeping-car, which was on a side-track and found
the fellows just turning in.
"What are you to do to-morrow?" I asked Tony.
" Sleep," said he.
Cleveland, Sunday, July 7.

Well ! we fellows did sleep! We never left our
car till five o'clock in the afternoon. Our car was
side-tracked, and no one disturbed us; but we got
hungry, so we went to the feed-tent for supper. We
ate three meals in one. Afterwards I hung around,
looking for Vic, but I did not see him ; so I got acquai~ted with Kid, one of the dishwashers.
"How do you like your job?" I asked.
" First-rate," said he, rattling the dishes fit to smash
them all to atoms.
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" How long have you been with the Show? " I asked
him.
" Five years," said he, slinging the dishes right and
left.
I kept still a minute, and he said: "Best job in
the Show. I'm my own boss, don't have to work hard,
all the dishes are
brought to me, all
I have to do is to
s t a n d here and
wash 'em."
"I'd rather be a
clown," said I.
"Aw!" said he,
'' it's tuff on a feller to be funny all
the ti m e. Dishwashing suits me."
" Every man to
-.
his choice," said I.
"What's you r
stunt? " he asked.
" Oh," said I, " I'm learning the Circus-business.
Perhaps, Tony and I'll have a Circus of our own some
day."
"Hire me for your dishwasher, will you?" he asked,
eagerly.
" Course, I will," I replied.

---

92

Bob Knight's Diary

" It's a bargain," he said, wrestling with a pile of
pots and kettles.
Just then Jerry,. Tony, and Poky came along, and
we all went to the railroad. I was too lazy to look
up Sam and his horses, yet I felt mean to think I did
not help him. I'll make up for my laziness to-morrow.
Still in Cleveland, Monday, July 8.

Grasshopper Tim was on hand for the street-parade
this morning. He told us everybody was well at
home, including the three dogs. His mother sent us
fellows a big box of cake, for helping her find her .
son Tim.
To-day I began thinking that I had been with the
Circus a week and yet I had not learned how to be a
clown. So I made up my mind to start in earnest and
learn every one of Vic's tricks.
While following Vic and Sancho in the street-parade, I told him I wanted to be a clown.
" Clown, hey ! why do you want to be a clown? " he
asked.
" Because I think you are the whole Circus," I replied.
" Ha-ha I the whole Circus, am I?" he repeated.
" Without a clown, a Circus wouldn't be a Circus,"
I told him.
" How about Sancho? " he asked.
" Oh, you and he are one," I replied.
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"Then I'm a donkey, am I?" said he, slapping me
on the shoulders.
" Oh, go 'long! you know what I mean," said I,
giving him a push.
" Which is the biggest donkey, Sancho or Vic? "
he asked, looking at me out of the corner of his eye.
I didn't answer.
"Come, now, tell me," said he.
" Well," said I, trying to think what to say, " Sancho is a small donkey, and you're a big one."
" H a-ha-ha! you'll
'do for the business,
you'll make a firstclass clown," said Vic,
laughing fit to split his
painted face. T h e n
he asked : " Can you
turn d o u b 1 e a n d
twisted and backward
somersaults, turn cartwheels, and walk pn
your head? "
" Yes, but not so
well as you can," I replied.
" Practice, practice I
that's what you need," he said.
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"Do you think I'll ever be as jolly as you are?" I
asked.
"Certainly you will," he said.
" How do you do it? " I asked.
" Why, laugh, and laugh, and keep on laughing, and
after awhile you can't stop, and you'll. get everybody
a-laughing, too. Laughing is as catching as the
mumps or the measles or the whooping-cough," he
said, laughing till all the boys, who were following us
began to laugh.
"Listen," said he, "they've caught it."
And I began to laugh. When I could speak again,
I said: "Do you always feel jolly when you laugh?"
The clown shook his head, saying: " It don't make
no difference 'bout your own feelings, you must ha-ha
whether you feel like it or not. It's your capital and
stock in trade."
" One of the tricks of the profession? " I asked.
"Just so, just so," he replied, hitting Sancho a slap.
But the donkey never budged an inch, he flopped his
ears, and whisked his tail lively for a minute. The
donkey understands Vic's funny ways.
" You must think a good deal of Sancho, you two
are together so much," I said.
" We're brothers," said Vic.
Then I asked : " When I learn to be a clown, do
you think Rawling Brothers will hire me, or will I
have to join another circus ? "
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"You're going to steal my job, are you?'' said the
Clown, with a wink.
"Oh, n,o," said I, quickly, for I wouldn't fall out with
Vic for all the circuses in the world. Then I asked:
"Wouldn't Rawling Brothers hire two clowns?"
" You and I would
ma k e a jolly pair,
hey? " said he, laughing.
"Well, anyhow,"
said I, "Tony is going
to have a Show of his
own some day, and,
perhaps, he'll hire me
for his clown."
"H a-h a-h al"
laughed Vic.
When we got back to the Circus-lot, I asked him
when he would give me lessons, and he said he would
have a little time between the afternoon and evening
performances. Then as he walked off toward the
feed-tent and looked back over his shoulder, saying:
"Come, Bob, let's go in and get our soup."
During the meal he never spoke a word, so I said :
"Vic, what makes you so still?"
" I'm resting my face," he answered.
I suppose the funny fellow does get tired of talking
and joking and laughing so much. But he does not
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look natural when he is not grinning. When I'm a
clown, I'm going to laugh all the time.
Before we were through eating, Tony, Jerry, Poky,
Grasshopper Tim, and Monkey Jack came in and sat
opposite Vic and me. And we all talked about Tony's
circus.
" Give me a job, will you, Tony?" Vic asked.
"To be sure, we're all in it," Tony replied.
" Hurrah! " we all yelled.
"You fellows are true sons of the sawdust! " declared Vic, turning a backward somersault.
" That's an easy way to leave the table," said I.
Thinking I would try it when I was ready to get up.
Jerry said: "Say, Tony, I'll tell you of another
one you ought to have in your Circus, that's Kicking Horse."
"That's so," said Tony. Then he began counting
up, saying: " Kicking Horse will be the Indian,
Jerry will be the trick byke-rider, Poky'll be the band,
Bob'll be the clown, Grasshopper Tim and Monkey
Jack will be the loup-the-loup fellows-" ·
"Hold on!" said Jerry, "where are your horses
and wild animals? "
" Horses are easy to get, and I'm not going to have
any animals in cages," he replied.
" vVhy not? " said Jerry.
" Cause I don't like to see the poor wild things
caged up," said Tony.
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"Well, no matter about the animals; but what I
want to know is how much are you going to pay us
fellows ? " Jerry asked.
"You've all got to work for nothing," said Tony,
leaning back and whistling.
Then we all yelled: " Oh, go 'long with your old
Show! we won't be in it."
Tony's Circus broke up. And we fellows went to
get ready for our acts in the Show. As I did not
feel qualified to act the part of clown yet, I went to
the horse-tent to . help Sam. He and I are great
friends. I am half a mind to learn to drive a twelvehorse team, yet come to think it over, I think I shall
stick to the clown-act.
I said : " Sam, I'm learning to take part in the
Circus."
" You are, are you? " ·said he.
I nodded my head, for I could not open my mouth,
because I was combing a horse's tail, and he was
switching it in my face all the time.
" Going to be a twelve-in-hand driver? " he asked.
I shook my head.
" What then? " he asked.
" Clown," said I.
" Great guns! " cried he, " Going to trot after a
donkey on foot, are ye ! "
I did not say anything for a minute or so, and he
continued: " What put that nonsense into your head?
7
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A clown! What do you want to be a clown for? "
"To have fun," said I. "A clown is always so
merry and jolly."
"Ah! there's where you're mistaken. A clown can
laugh, while his heart is as heavy as lead. 'Tain't
no sign he's happy," said Sam, looking as if he knew
all about a clown's feelings.
"Anyway, all the boys like the clown," I told him.
"Let the clown-business alone, learn to handle the
reins, you've got the making of a first-cla ss horseman
in you, you have steady nerves," said Sam.
"But you do your driving at night, after dark, and
all the boys in town can't see you," I told him.
" Who cares about the boys in the streets seeing
us," said Sam, in disgust.
" Well," said I, " I'll learn to be a clown, and if I
don't like it, then I'll learn to drive twelve-in-hand."
" Better learn the horse-business first," was Sam's
advice to me, as I walked off to look up the clown,
for by the loud hurrahing I knew the chariot-race
was at its finish, and the clown would soon be ready
to teach me the funny clown-business.
But I did not find Vic till after supper. Then I
spied him and his donkey lying side by side on the
grass outside one of the tents. When I drew near,
the donkey opened one eye and looked at me, but
Vic was snoring like a steam engine. I sat down on
the ground to wait for the two to wake up. I waited
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and waited and waited, but Vic never opened his eyes
till it was time for the Show to begin. Then he
jumped up and looked around, acting very much surprised to see me sitting there.
" Hollo, Bob," he said, " is that you? I can't never
see straight between daylight and dark."
I didn't know whether he was fooling or not, so I
said: " Did you have a good nap? or were you playing 'possum? "
"I'll never tell," said he, skipping off with his donkey toward the Big tent.
I felt a little cut up over the trick he played on me,
and I made up my mind to get even with him. I
will show him that some one else besides clowns can
play tricks.
So after the Show was over, I hunted up the boys
and told them about Vic's playing 'possum.
" He's a rascal!" cried Tony. "And I'll help you
play a trick on him."
"I'm with you,'' said Jerry.
" So am I," said Grasshopper Tim and Monkey
Jack.
" Say, boys, what can we do to tease Vic?" I
asked.
" Leave it to me," said Tony, as he skipped off.
And I went to ride with Sam and his Twelve to the
station.
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Toledo, Tuesday, July 9.

I lay awake half the night, planning a way to fool
the clown. And by the way Tony talked in his sleep,
I knew he was dreaming about playing a trick on Vic,
too.
When morning came, I said, " Have you thought
of a trick yet? "
"Not yet," said he. And as he appeared very
thoughtful, I did not ask any questions. I walked off,
leaving him to think it out.
Going over to the feed-tent, I saw Vic eating his
breakfast, but I did not look at him. I past by him
and went and sat down by Sam. I saw Vic look at
me two, or perhaps, three times, yet I kept on eating,
and talking to Sam.
"How's the young clown?" Sam asked, nudging
me with his elbow.
"Who's the young clown?" I asked.
" Changed your mind, have you? " said he.
I nodded my head, saying: " Guess I'll be a twelvein-hand driver."
Sam slapped me on the back, exclaiming: " Good
for you, boy I Now you're talking sense."
I saw Vic looking at us, but I kept on talking to
Sam in a business-like way. I'm trying to make the
clown jealous.
When breakfast was over I went with Sam to the
horse-tent, and he said I could clean off some of the
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horses, while he took one of the teams to the blacksmith's. Our blacksmith travels with us and has a
tent on the grounds, where he shoes the horses.
When Sam started with the team, the other ten horses
pulled at their halters, trying to get loose, so as to
follow Sam and the two horses.
" Whoa, back, stand still! " Sam called. Then he
said to me : " When I take one or more of the horses,
the rest always want to follow. They don't like to
be separated for a minute."
All the time Sam and the team were gone, the ten
horses were restless, they kept looking out of the tent
and whinnying for the other two horses. It was hard
work to manage them, and I was glad when Sam
and the team came back.
I was going to help Sam all the morning, but Tony
came running to the horse-tent, saying: " Come on,
Bob, and see a man pull a bear's tooth."
So away I ran to the animal-tent, and on the way,
Tony told me that for a week or more one of the black
bears would not eat anything. Sid, his keeper,
thought the bear was sick and kept a close watch on
him. The only thing the animal did was to rub his
jaw with his paw, and moan. So Sid knew there
must be something the matter with the beac's teeth,
and sent for a dentist.
When we got to the animal-tent, we found the bear
standing on his hind-legs, pawing his jaws. In a
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jiffy, four men strapped him on his back to a board,
and the dentist examined the bear's teeth. After
awhile he said that the diseased tooth was one in the
back of his mouth, and must be pulled. Then he put
a sponge full of chloroform in a paper bag and
clapped it over the bear's nose. The bear jerked his
legs, a n d whined
for a c o u p I e of
seconds, t h e n he
gave up and was
quiet. The dentist
took the paper bag
away, two men
opened the bear's
m o u t h, and the
dentist pulled the
tooth. Zip! it was
over m a jiffy and when the bear opened his eyes, he
looked around, as if he was surprised to find himself
alive.
The dentist said: "It's all over Bruno, your pain
is all gone."
After the man had unstrapped the bear, he got up
slowly on his feet, shook himself, walked a few steps
and sat down, putting his paw in his mouth to feel
where the pain had been. Sid brought a dish of milk
and bread, and the bear ate it all up.
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Tony said: "I bet that bear is glad that aching
tooth is out."
Then he told me of a bear that broke one of his
front teeth, and a dentist did not pull it, but he made
a gold tooth and put it on the root of the broken
tooth. And the bear is in one o{ the ·cages. Tony
is going to show him to me.
As we walked along, I asked him whether he had
thought of a trick to play on the clown yet.
He nodded his head, saying: " You meet me at
the Clown's tent at nine o'clock this evening. Mum
is the word." Then he went off.
The circus-procession was just returning from the
street-parade. As one of the drivers climbed down
from his wagon, I heard him say: "The street-parade is a nuisance I It don't pay. And it don't bring
in an extra dollar to Rawling Brothers, either. And
it makes us drivers a lot of extra work."
As I would not go near Vic, I staid with Sam and
helped him take care of the horses. I worked all the
afternoon. Then I asked him to let me off at nine
o'clock, as I had a very important appointment with
Tony. Sam said he would, so I worked all the harder
to make up for all the time I was going to lose.
In the meantime I kept shy of Vic. And I did not
see Tony, till I met him at nine o'clock.
"All ready," he whispered, " follow me."

104

Bob Knight' s Diary

We tiptoed to the clown's tent and found Vic getting
ready to start with his donkey and cart.
" Sh-s-s-s ! " went Tony.
I held my breath till the clown drove away.
"Now's our time," said Tony, hauling out an old
suit of clothes and some straw. "Help me stuff this,
Bob," he said.
" What you up to? " I asked.
Then Tony told me that Vic is tremendously afraid
of tramps. The sight of one almost scares him to
death. " And," said Tony: " I'm going to stuff
these clothes to make them look like a live tramp.
Ha-ha-ha ! won't Vic be scared stiff when he sees it!"
We stood the stuffed tramp up in the opening of
the tent, and waited for Vic to return after his clownact in the Show. Pretty soon we heard a great shouting, and we knew that Vic and Sancho were running
around the ring on their way out . . Tony and I held
our breath, for we knew that Vic would soon come
to his tent. Sure enough, he came leisurely along,
whistling, leading Sancho. When he saw the stuffed
tramp, he stood still in his tracks and stared.
"Gee!" said he, "who's that?"
Then he waited a second or two, and sang out:
" Hollo-0-0-0 ! Is that you Bruiser? "
No one answered him.
" I say, hollo, there! " Vic repeated.
Still no answer.
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" Who are you, anyway? Get out of my tent," he
yelled, slinging his whip at the stuffed tramp.
The whip hit the head of the dummy, making it
nod its head, as if it was bowing to the clown.

" Hey, old man ! " cried Vic, " can't you speak?,;·
But the stuffed tramp never said a word.
" Can't you talk? Are you dumb? " yelled Vic.
By this time Tony and I were doubled up like jackknives with laughing, and we snickered out loud. Vic
heard us and called :
"Who's that?"
Tony and I could not stand it another minute, we
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rushed toward Vic, asking: "What's the matter,
Vic? What's up? What can we do for you?"
Pointing to the dummy, he said: "Who's that
fellow?"
" Who is it? " repeated Tony, looking as innocent
as a kitten.
" Is he a friend of yours? " I asked.
"I don't know who he is. I never saw him before," Vic answered, shaking his head.
"Go and find out, perhaps, he's some relative of
yours," said Tony.
"Go up and shake hands with him and be friendly,"
I said to Vic.
"Oh, go 'long! " said Vic, "he's a sneak-thief."
"Aw! you're afraid of him," cried Tony.
The clown walked bravely up to the dummy and
struck it a blow on the shoulder. It instantly fell forward in the clown's arms.
"Hey, there! Scat! Get out with you! What
you trying to do? " screamed Vic, running backwards.
The stuffed tramp tumbled after him, scaring the
clown out of his wits. He ran half-way across the
circus-lot before he stopped. Tony and I stood still
and laughed fit to split our sides. Then we took the
stuffed tramp and laid it on a cot in the clown's tent.
In a little while the clown came back, all out of breath,
asking:
" Where's he gone? Did he run away? "
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Tony whispered : "No, he's lying on your cot in
the tent."
The clown kicked and thrashed around like a bucking-pony, yelling: " Get a cop, boys, he'll settle this
tramp."
Tony and I offered to go for a policeman, but Vic
said: "No, you boys stay here and watch the thief,
I'll go."
So we stayed by the tent till Vic brought a policeman. They came on a run, and Vic said, pointing
into the tent, " There he is, in there."
The policeman rapped with his club on a box by the
door, calling: "Here, old fellow, what you doing
in there ! give an account of yourself ! "
The stuffed tramp never stirred.
The policeman put on a fierce look, and marched
into the tent, saying:' " Get up! get up, you good-fornothing I"
The stuffed tramp never budged.
" Do you hear ! " cried the policeman, taking hold
of the dummy's arm and giving him such a tremendous yank, that the policeman fell over backwards with
the stuffed tramp on top of him. The hat fell off, and
the clown and the policeman saw a bunch of straw
sticking out.
" What does this mean? " cried the policeman.
"I'll be thumped, if I know," said the clown, laughing.
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Just then Tony and I became very much interested
in the affair, and Tony said: "Why, Vic, this looks
like a joke."
"I'd like to catch the fellow that played this joke on
me," cried the clown, kicking the straw-ma n all to
pieces.
The policeman went away, grumblin g about wasting so much time over nothing. I suppose he was
sorry not to make an arrest.
For fear Vic would accuse me of playing the joke
on him, I ran off to help Sam load his wagon. And
Tony said that he had an importan t engagement. So
we both ran away, leaving the clown wonderin g who
played the trick on him.
I rode to the station with Sam. When Tony and
I went to the sleeping-car, we told Jerry and Poky
about the joke we played on Vic.
"Aw I" said Jerry, "why didn't you let me into
the fun?"
"Didn't have time," Tony told him.
Poky said: "Oh, say! I wish I'd seen the fun."
We fellows turned in for the night and were asleep
before the train started.
, .Chicago, Wednesday, July

IO.

We arrived at Chicago too late to have a streetparade. Oh, My I I felt sorry for the kids who
stood along the street, waiting to see us pass. We
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boys went straight to the circus-lot for our breakfast.
And we had to eat sitting on the ground or standing
up, because the men did not have time to put up the
feed-tent. We fellows walked around with a cup of
coffee in one hand, and a ham-sandwich in the other.
We were talking about the people missing the streetparade, when Grasshopper Tim said:
" I heard two boys talking about it, and they were
looking for Free-street, because they had read on the
billboards, that there was to be a free street-parade.
"That's just like some kids," said Poky, "they
don't know how to rea~ straight."
Vic was walking around, eating his breakfast, and
he was pretty glum for a clown. Perhaps he mistrusts something. He did not have anything to say to
us fellows. Tony winked at me. I thought I had
better keep away from Vic, so I went to the horsetent and helped Sam clean the horses. Later in the
morning I went to the animal-tent to feed the animals
peanuts, and to see how the monkeys were getting
along. I wanted to find out whether Kito had forgotten me. I had not seen him for a day or two. I
walked by his cage without speaking to him. _He saw
me and jumped forward, clinging to the cage and
screaming.
I walked toward him, saying: " How are you,
Ki to? Shake hands with me."
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He put his right paw between the bars of the cage,
and began chatter ing monkey-talk.
" Have a banana ? " said I.
Kito nodded his head and winked his left eye.
That means yes. I had the banana in my pocket and
gave it to him. He snatched it and ate it up, Skin and
all, then put his paw out for another. As I hadn't any
more, I went and bought some. I have plenty of
change now. Sam gives me 25 cents a day for helping him.
When I came back with half a dozen bananas, all
the monkey tribe was clinging to the sides of the
cages, screaming for some. Even McGinnis, the cross
monkey, smiled on me. I gave him one, and I also
gave Kitty, Dude, Tramp , and two other monkeys
one apiece. The other monkeys were making such a
fuss that I went back and bought two dozen. I spent
two days' wages on those monkeys.
Simmons was there, and said: " Well, Bob you've
made friends with the monkeys. They'll never forget you."
I said : " How are all the monkeys? Does this hot
weather agree with them? "
" All are well but one. Jocko is sick," he said.
"What 's the matter ?" I asked.
" Don't know. He won't eat, sits <lumpish and
cross all the time," said Simmons, going toward
Jocko's cage.
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There was the sick monkey, humped up in his cage.
Simmons called: "Hollo, Jocko, how are you this
mornin g?"
Jocko raised his head and looked at us, his eyes were
heavy and dull.
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" Want a banana ? " I asked.
He paid no attention to us.
Simmons said: " A monkey is pretty sick when he
won't eat a banana."
• "J3~tt~r have a doctor for him," I proposed.
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" Oh, I know how to cure sick monkeys," replied
Simmons.
I walked away, feeling that Simmons was making a
mistake; yet, of course, he won't take advice from a
boy like me. He thinks I'm only a kid.
I was wondering what I should do next, when I
saw a camel looking pleasantly at me, just as if he
wanted to make friends. I
walked toward him and saw
his name o n h i s girdle.
Yeppo.
" Hollo, Y eppo ! " said I.
The camel drew his lip up
and showed his teeth several
times. I instantly understood that he wanted a banana. He had seen me feeding the monkeys. 1 had one in my pocket that I was
going to eat when I got a chance, but I could not
refuse the camel, with that winning smile, so I had to
give the banana to him. When he ate it he had such
a grateful look in his eye, that I was glad I gave it
to him. I always feel sorry for the camels in a circus,
because none of the boys and girls in the crowd,
walking around the animal-tent, pay any attention to
the camels. Everybody feeds the elephants and the
monkeys.
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"Oh, my!" I heard some one say, "camels are
so homely, I don't like them."
That is exactly why I like them. An animal or anybody else can't help how they look. The other camels
saw me feeding Y eppo, and they wanted some bananas.
Luckily for me it was time for them to go into the
show-tent to perform, so that let me off. I skipped
away, because I did not want to spend any more
money on bananas.
I met Tony, and he whispered: "Vic mistrusts, he
won't speak to me." And away he ran.
I hung around the entrance of the tent, waiting for
the clown and his donkey to come out of the Showtent. I wanted to find out whether Vic mistrusted
that I was in league with Tony.
When Vic came along, I said: " Hollo, Vic, want
me to take care of Sancho for you? "
The Clown stopped short, and looked at me out of
the corner of his eye, saying: " Bob, are you in with
Tony concerning this joke on me?"
Gee! I did not know what to say. I knew if I
said yes, the clown-business would be all up with me;
and if I said no, I'd despise myself for lying. So I
said:
"Vic, ask me something easier."
" You're in with him, I.can see," he said, as he took
Sancho by the ear an~ led him away to the clown's
tent.
8
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This is the way Vic looked.
" Well," said I to myself, " the Clown-business is
all knocked in the head for me. Vic won't ever have
anything more to
do with me." I
f e 1 t pretty glum
f o r a couple of
minutes and
wished I had not
played the joke on
Vic. Just t h e n
Tony happened to
come along, and I
told him of the fix
I was in.
" Oh," said he, " don't worry. We can patch up
Vic's wounded feelings."
"He's mad clean through," I told Tony.
"Never you mind," said Tony, "I know a way to
straighten him out. We fellows, Jerry, and you, Poky,
Grasshopper Tim, Monkey Jack, and I will all chip in
and buy four or five hundred clams and a lot of other
stuff, and have a clam-bake on the fartherest end of
the circus-lot. And we'll invite Vic to our feed.
That'll make him forget his wrath."
" When can we have the clam-bake? " I asked.
" Between the afternoon and evening performances.
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There'll be plenty of time. You can go after the
stuff this afternoon," Tony. said.
I agreed to go.
At dinner, Tony collected $5 of the other fellows,
and then Jerry and I each gave $1. And I went off
with the $7 to buy the things for the clam-bake.
Jerry is going to be cook.
When I came back, Jerry met me, and we selected
a cozy corner of the
lot f o r o u r feast.
We then skirmished
around and f o u n d
s o m e b o x e s and
k n o c k e d them to
pieces for firewood.
I b o r r o w e d some
dishes, k n i v e s and
forks f r o m Killroy
the cook. He's a
jolly fellow. I like him.
"Bob,'' said he, " if I wasn't busy, I'd come and
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roast the clams for you."
I thanked him, and said that Jerry was a first-class
cook. He had been camping so many summers, he
had had a good deal of practice.
Jerry and I worked till the rest of the boys came,
then we all pitched in and cooked the things. When
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everything was ready, Jerry said for me to go and
invite Vic.
" Do you mean it? " said I.
"Of course, I do," replied Jerry.
So off I ran to hunt up the clown. I found him
outside his tent blacking his shoes.
" Hollo, Vic I " I called, " Come on over to our
clam-bake."
Without looking up, he replied: "No, you don't.
No more jokes on me."
"Honest In jun!" said I, "it's no joke, but a real
feast."
"Eat it yourself then," said he, gruff as a bear.
Going close up to him, and taking him by the arm,-.
I said : " No fooling, Vic, honor bright ! hope to
squeal! if I'm not in earnest. Six of us fellows are
having a feed, and you are asked to join us. Don't
go back on us, come along -"
"I'm not so green as I look," he said, jerking away
from me.
" If I'm fooling you, I'll eat, I'll eat Sancho," said I.
"No, you won't. You'll eat nothing of mine, so go
'long and don't bother me," he said, walking away.
I saw that I could not do anything with Vic, so I
ran and told the boys.
Tony jumped up, saying: "Come on, boys,
get a horse-blanket, and we'll bring him here in spite
of himself."
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I ran to the horse-tent and borrowed a blanket of
Sam. Then we fellows ran to the feed-tent, where
Vic had gone, and caught him just as he was going
to sit down to the table. Without any words, four
of us fellows took him by the arms and legs and laid .
him on the blanket, then the six of us lifted him up,
and ran away with him across the lot, tossing and
tumbling the clown up and down, and over and over,
till he cried for mercy.
" What you up to, you rascals! " he yelled.
"Escorting you to our feast," said Tony.
When we let him out of the blanket, he started to
cuff us, but he stopped when he smelled the roasting
clams, and made one of his regular circus bows, turned
a somersault and seated himself crosslegged beside the
fire, saying, with a big grin:
" Boys, excuse my hasty arrival and give me some
clams."
We all yelled :
" Who's all right?
Victor Hinsdill,
He's all right!
Victor Hinsdill ! "

"Pitch in fellows," said Jerry, pulling the wet grass
off the top of a pile of clams.
Kicking Horse had heard the racket we fellows
were making, so he appeared on the scene, Tony said:
"Sit down. Kicking Horse, and help us· eat clams."
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We all sat down and began to eat. Zip! Boom!
Bang! How we ate clams I We had a regular race,
trying to see who could eat the most. We gobbled
them down quicker than scat, slinging the shells over
our heads. Vic beat in the race. He ate the most,
and we fellows were glad of it, for it made him
jolly, and he forgot all about the joke we played on
him.
After the clams were all gone, we began on the
lamb-chops and baked sweet potatoes. And last of
all, we tackled a huge water-melon. When we were
eating it, I said :
"Say boys, have any of you heard how Jocko is?"
"Jocko!" cried Tony, "what's the matter with
Jocko?"
" Sick, real sick," said I.
" Gee! " said Tony, jumping up, " I hope he won't
die. It's bad luck to have one of our animals die,
just fierce luck."
"If Jocko dies, there'll be two other deaths among
our animals. That's always the way, if there's one,
they're always three," said the clown, looking very
sober.
" Yes, there'll be two more mishaps, if Jocko goes,"
said Monkey Jack.
" True as guns! " exclaimed Grasshopper Tim.
Everybody was still for a minute, then Kicking
Horse jumped up, and made a noise like: "He-e-e-e,
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ho-0-0-0, ha-a-a-a, monkey die! Oh, my! bad luck! "
And the Indian actually turned pale. Then he turned
and ran toward the tepees.
No one said a word. The clown and the fellows
walked off, and I don't know where they went. It
was a sad ending to our clam-bake.
I went to the animal-tent and hunted up Simmons.
"How's Jocko?" I asked.
He shook his head, saying: "No better."
" Did you send for a doctor? " I asked.
Simmons nodded his head and walked away.
I saw that he did not want to talk, so I left him and
went to the Indian's tepees, for I have heard that
Indians have a way of curing animals with herbs.
Kicking Horse had spread the news of the sick
monkey all through the Indian encampment, every
brave, buck, squaw, and papoose knew of it, and every
one was talking about it. I could not understand
what they were saying, but I could see that they
were very much excited. I did not stay with the
heathenish tribe, but went and hunted up Tony.
The first thing he said was : " The doctor says
Jocko can't live."
" Oh, dear! " said I, "it's too bad! "
" Guess it is," said Tony, " a monkey's death means
trouble."
Jocko died at seven o'clock. Everybody knew it.
The sad news spread like wild-fire among the hun-
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dreds of circus people. When it came time for the
Show to begin, no one felt like acting. It was hard
work for the Clown to be funny ; the ringmaste r was
sad and long-faced ; the music of the band was all
off the key; even the animals showed that they felt
that something sad had happened, they forgot their
parts. The horses did not prance and nod their
heads, they walked along like old cart horses. The
elephants snorted and threw their trunks wildly in
the air. I tell you what! even Mahout was afraid of
the big beasts. Monkey Jack and Grasshopper Tim
were all off their nerve and came pretty near breaking
their necks in the loup-the-loup act. And the women
who drive in the chariot-race lost their grip, and the
horses came near dashing into the reserved seats.
The Show was no good, all on account of Jocko's
death.
I don't know what was done with Jocko's body.
I did not want to know. I kept away from the animal-tent entirely. I went to the horse-tent and
helped Sam, and rode to the station on both loads.
I did not see the boys, till I met them in the sleeping-car. None of us talked. We were all thinking of
poor Jocko.
Milwaukee, Thursday, July n.

When we were leaving the car this morning, Tony
said: "I wonder what will happen next."
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"Don't be looking for trouble," said Poky, whistling
away, as if nothing had happened.
"There's got to be two more deaths, there're always three deaths in a circus, if there's one," declared Tony.
" Perhaps, it won't be so this time," said Poky.
" Oh, go 'long! You don't know anything about
circus luck,'' replied Tony, stamping his feet, as we
fellows started for the circus-lot.
All day I noticed that the trainers, keepers, and
drivers, took extra care of their animals, watching
them as a cat does her kittens. Each man was afraid
of death taking one of his animals. I felt scary myself.
When I was helping Vic harness Sancho to the
cart. (Vic and I are good friends now.) The donkey coughed.
Vic jumped ~ky-high, saying: " Hey I don't you
get sick."
I said: " If Sancho has a cough, I'll get some of
Jerry's cough drops for him."
" I'll send for a doctor when I get back from the
parade,'' said Vic. Then he added : " We'd better
not ride in the cart, let's walk, it will make it easier
for the donkey's lungs."
" Oh, yes, I prefer walking,'' said I, trotting alongside of Sancho, as we started to join the line of wagons
and horses.
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Vic kept his eye on the donkey all the time, he was
so nervous, and afraid the animal was going to die.
"Don't worry," I told him, "Sancho has coughed
only twice since we started. And I'm sure Jerry's
coughdrops will knock that cough skyhigh."
Vic did not answer, he nodded his head and trudged
along, keeping step with the music of the band. In
a few minutes he sang out: " Plague take the band !
Why don't it play a lively tune. ' Yankee Doodle,'
or something else." ·
Just then I stubbed my toe.
Vic jumped, asking: "Which toe, Bob?"
" Left," said I.
"Torment you! can't you lift your feet, you clodhopper? You'll sure bring bad luck to me."
After that I took particular pains to lift my feet
high, because I did not want to upset the clown's
nerves. I think too much of his friendship to provoke him. And I could see that he did not want to
talk, so I kept still. We tramped along, he on one
side of Sancho, and I on the other, to the band-music.
When we got back to the circus-lot, I helped Vic
unharness Sancho, then I hunted up Jerry and asked
him for a dozen coughdrops.
"Certainly," said Jerry, "I'd give my last dollar
to cure Sancho's cough."
Taking the box, I ran to the clown's tent.
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"Here's the medicine that'll cure man or beast!"
I sang out, to encourage the clown.
He took the box and read the directions. " All
right," said he, " We'll give Sancho a dose."
The donkey is used to eating sugar from Vic's
hand, so he took
the lozenges easy,
not once suspecting t h e y were
medicine. When
he saw the clown
put the cover on
the box, and put

M

it in his pocket,
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the donkey flopped his ears and brayed with all his might for more
coughdrops.
" He's better! " exclaimed the clown, clapping his
hands.
" He isn't hoarse a bit," said I.
"I'll buy a gross of these boxes of lozenges to
have on hand," said Vic, feeling as jolly as a clown.
I was happy to see Vic himself again, but in a
minute, he said, with a sigh: "I wonder which animal will have to go."
" Nonsense ! " I cried, " no animal has got to go,
because Jocko died."
"Kid, you haven't traveled a life-time with the cir-
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cus as I have, you don't know what brings us showmen ill-luck," the clown said, as he walked off, with a
disgusted look on his face.
At the dinner-table, Jerry asked me how the coughdrops worked on Sancho.
" Like a charm. He brayed for more," I told him.
"Jingo I" cried Jerry, "I'll buy the donkey a dollar's worth. He and I must be cousins, we both like
coughdrops."
"You two look like brothers," said Poky.
"Thanks, Mr. Poky, thanks for your compliment,"
replied Jerry, pretending to be offended.
"Don't get mad, Jerry. I think Sancho is pretty
good-looking, I do," said Poky, for he did not want to
get up a fight with Jerry.
Jerry laughed. That settled it. Poky knew there
would be no fight. So he went on eating his dinner.
Later in the afternoon when the show was going
on, I went to the horse-tent where Bruiser was grooming his horses.
'.Just to scare him, I asked: "Any of your horses
sick?"
"Why should they be sick," he growled at me.
~'Because Jocko died," said I.
" What of it? " said he.
I quickly found that I was not making friends
with the man, so I said: "I thought I'd help you,
if you need me."
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" Well, seeing you are so willing," said he, " you can
brush out these horses' tails. They're all in a snarl,
and it's a job I don't hanker after."
"Certainly, I know how, Sam taught me," I said,
taking a curry-comb and brush, and going to work.
"You're Sam's helper, are ye?" he asked, squinting at me with one eye.
" Yes," said I, " but I'll give you a lift on your work
to-day. Sam's horses are all groomed."
While I was brushing a gray horse's tail, I asked:
" Any of your horses got a cough? "
"Naw, what makes you ask such silly questions?"
he answered, in a voice like thunder.
" Nothing," said I, for I was getting scared of him,
he's such a rough man.
So I worked awhile without talking.
It made me wrathy to see scars and ridges on some
of the horses' hides. I wanted to say something to
Bruiser about it. By and by I got a chance. He
carne along to one of the horses that was lying down
and made it get up. He kicked it in the side, yelling :
" Get up, stand on your four legs, what you doing
lying down."
The horse scrambled on to its legs, put back its
ears and looked daggers at the man.
Looking out of the corner of my eye, I said:
" How that horse hates you l "
" What I you young-" cried Bruiser.
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"Don't you call .me names," I said, backing away
from the horse I was combing.
"You're too smart for me; you'd better go work for
Sam," Bruiser said, hissing the words between his
teeth.
"I'll do it," said I. And as I walked away, I said:
"Sam's a man, but you are a-"
I didn't say what. I turned and ran like a fox,
for I saw thunder and lightning flash from Bruiser's
face. I felt all upset over the affair, so I thought I'd
tell Sam about it. I found him in his tent, and when
I had told him about the row, he did not say anything.
" Well," said I, " was I a little too fresh with
Bruiser?"
Sam shook his head, saying: " I wish he had
struck you, then I'd had a good excuse to thrash him,
the villain."
" I'll go back, if you say so," said I.
Sam shook his head, saying: " We'll get even with
him before long."
" I'll get Jerry to help us, he's a boss fighter, can
lick anybody," I told Sam, feeling just like a fight
myself. Although I am nothing compared to Fighting Jerry.
I felt all broken up over the fuss, and did not know
just what to do next. So I went into the animal-tent
to feed the elephants and camels peanuts. While I
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was feeding Y eppo, the giraffe, we fellows call him
Rubber N eek, came nosing around for peanuts. I'm
getting very friendly with him. I like his mild eyes,
but I have to climb up on
a ladder to see them.
When 1 went to the monkeys' cages, I met Simmons
on his way to the cook's
wagon to toast bread for the
monkeys.
" Want a n y help ? " I
asked.
He nodded to me, and I
followed him.
While we were making monkey-toast, I asked about
Kitty, McGinnis, and the other fellows. And Simmons said that the monkey family was all well.
" Why do yC:lu toast their bread? " I askefi.
" Because they like it better than plain bread," he
answered.
" Oh, I thought some of them were sick," I said,
thinking that monkeys had toast and tea when they
had a headache.
" Oh, no," he answered, monkeys are very fond of
toast. I make it whenever I get a chance. But
sometimes Killroy makes a fuss about my bothering
him."
When we had cut two loaves of bread and toasted
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them, we started for the monkeys' cages. The rascals
were waiting for us, clinging to the bars, and screeching like mad. I suppose they smelt the toast, and
knew they were going to have their supper. While
they were eating I did not say anything about Jocko's
death, for I could see that Simmons was nervous and
cross.
McGinnis and I are getting friendly. He seems to
like me yet he makes faces at me most of the time.
He snarls and growls at the other fellows, it is because
they tease him.
While I was feeding the monkeys, Jerry came along,
puffing and blowing like a steam engine. Taking
off his cap and wiping his forehead, he said : " Bob,
why don't you come into the Show any more? I'm
getting to be a regular professional trick byke-rider.
You ought to see me, I can ride every-which-way.
" I'm more interested in the animals," I told him.
"Humph I you'd rather hang round the monkeys'
cage than see me perform."
"Not exactly that," said I, "but to-day I'm helping
Simmons." Then I told him about Bruiser, and asked
him what he'd charge to lick Bruiser for me.
Jerry replied: " I can't accommodate you, Bob, for
see I've got to keep myself in good trim for my unicycle act. It wouldn't do for me to get all banged up
in a fight."

Bob Knight's Diary

129

" I don't want you to have a regular knock-down,
drag-out fight, just scare the coward," I said.
" It would take more than me to frighten that
tough," replied Jerry, as he walked away, still wiping
his forehead.
At the supper table all the men were feeling jolly.
Jocko's death was forgotten. Vic, especially, was full
of his pranks. Twice while he was eating he turned
a backward somersault from the table, then turned
one forward and went on eating, as if nothing had
happened. Bruiser sat at a table on the other side
of the tent, talking in a loud voice, making all the
noise he could to attract everybody's attention. I
heard him say:
" We've got some smart kids along with us this
trip."
I never let on that I heard him, but Jerry jumped
up, saying: " I wish that big kid on the other side
of the tent would keep still, he is making too much
noise for one of his size."
All the fellows at our table snickered.
Bruiser shook his fist, saying: " I'll settle with
you outside."
Sam got up, and as he was passing Bruiser, said:
" Man, take one of your size, if you want to fight."
Bruiser growled like a mad dog.
During the evening I went into the Show-tent to
see Jerry perform on his unicycle. Gee! he's a wonSl
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der I I'm proud to claim him as a friend. Bruiser
says that there is some trick about the one-wheel.
But I don't believe it. Jerry is straight and above
board in everything he
does. There's no trick,
it's all Jerry's muscle and
nerve.
After the performance,
Tony, Monkey Jack,
Grasshopper Tim, and I
were talking about Jerry.
" He beats everything
I ever saw, and I've seen
many a trick-rider," said
Grasshopper Tim.
"Jerry beats 'em all,"
declared Monkey Jack.
" I'm proud to be his friend," said I.
Just then Jerry came along, and h~ sang out:
" You are, are you, Bob? "
" Yes," cried I, " give us your hand."
Well, we all had a good laugh, and congratulated
him.
Then we went to the sleeping-car for the night.
Madison, Friday, July

12.

When we fellows went to the circus-lot this morning, there were some boys hanging around, hollering
for a job.
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Sam said. "Here's some crazy kids, we call 'em
loons, trying to work for a ticket to the Show."
And when they asked Sam for a job, he would not
give them anything to do. " Let them pay their way
in," he said.
But I felt kind of sorry for the little fellows, because I know how I like to go to a circus, whether i
have money in my pocket or not. So I told the fellows to go to Pete, one of the men who have charge
of the reserved seats. I had often seen him setting a
gang of boys to work, carrying seats and chairs.
"Where is he? where is he?" they all cried, at
once.
"He's somewhere round the Show-tent," I told
them. And away they scampered.
Then I hunted up Vic. He was oiling the wheels
of his cart.
"How's Sancho?" I asked.
" Tiptop," said he.
" Got any cough? "
" Sh-ss ! Don't speak of it," he whispered, winking at me.
When Sancho heard my voice, he began to bray
like a brass-band.
"He's talking to you," said Vic, motioning toward
the tent where the donkey was eating his breakfast.
When I went in, he put back his ears and kicked
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at me. That is the . way he plays with Vic and me,
he doesn't mean any harm.
" Hollo, old fellow! how are you? " I asked giving
him a slap on his fat back.
By the way of an answer, he shook his ears and
switched his tail, then he went to nosing in my pockets
for coughdrops. Not finding any, he began to cough.
Vic heard him and came running in, yelling:
"Here's the lozenges; that donkey must have some
right off, quick I "
I took the box and began feeding coughdrops to
Sancho. He put his ears forward and looked at me
with a smile. Then after I had given him a dozen
or so, I harnessed him to the cart. Calling Vic, we
three fell in line for the street-parade. But we don't
have to keep in line, we run ahead, then slow up
awhile, going anywhere we want to along the line
of wagons and animals. The clown is a privileged
fellow in the circus, he can do anything he wants to,
and it stands all right with the managers and showmen. That's why I want to be a clown. I'm learning the tricks fast. Vic says so.
When we were passing a drug-store, I ran in to
buy a box of cough drops for Sancho. I intend to
keep them on hand for him all the time. He seems to
like them better than anything else in the world.
1erry had promised to give the donkey a dollar's
worth, so when the lion's wagon came along, I beck-
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oned for him to come into the drug-store. He
climbed down, and we went into the store and each
of us bought a box of lozenges for Sancho. Then
Jerry walked beside the clown's cart with me.
"How do you like traveling with the circus?" he
asked me.
" Beats everything I ever did," I told him.
" Is it more fun than camping? " he asked.
I didn't know what to say; and lucky for me, I did
not have to answer. Just then Sancho began to kick
at one of the street boys, and I ran to hold down the
hind-legs of the donkey, and Jerry fed him coughdrops to make him good-natured again.
Jerry had one of his generous fits this morning ;
and as it was hotter than anything, he treated Tony,
Poky and me to icecream before we went into the
circus-grounds.
At dinner Bruiser did not pay any attention to us
fellows, so I suppose he has forgotten all about fighting Jerry. Sam said that Bruiser has a short memory.
During the afternoon I helped Sam with his horses,
till it was time for Vic and Sancho to come out of
the show. Then I rubbed Sancho down and fed him
coughdrops. I have to keep a lot on hand, because
everytime he sees me, he coughs for them. Oh, he's
foxy, that donkey is! I like him as well as I do Vic.
Nothing worth mentioning happened during the
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evening performance; but when the Show was out,
and all the people had gone, I saw those boys who
were looking for a job early in the morning, working for all they were worth, carrying chairs. A cop
came along, and said: "Boys, what you doing here?
Go on home."
" We're working to get our caps back," one of them
said.
" What do you mean? " the cop asked.
Pointing to Pete, the boys said: "He's got our
caps, and he won't give 'em to us."
The policeman stalked over to Pete and asked him
what he meant by taking and keeping the boys' caps.
And Pete explained that the boys gave him their caps
while they went into the Show, and that they were
to work for him after the Show was over to get
their caps back.
" 'Twon't do," said the cop, " you must give the
boys their caps. It's late, and time for them to go
home."
Pete was hopping mad, but he had to give up the
caps. Some of the boys could not pick theirs out of
the pile, so they skipped off bareheaded.
We fellows went to our car and went to bed.
St. Paul, Saturday, July 13.

I was tired when I got up this morning, yet I went
with Vic and Sancho in the street-parade, for that is
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the only way I have of seeing the town. I am so
very, very busy the rest of the day, helping Vic and
Sam. I don't have a chance to leave the circusgrounds. A Showman has a busy time of it.
Jerry went with me this morning. He likes to
feed Sancho coughdrops, the donkey always acts so
grateful.
" I don't blame Vic for thinking so much of Sancho, do you ? " I said to Jerry.
" They are a good deal alike," said he.
" Don't slander the Clown. I'm going to be one
myself someday," I said.
" Bob, you should look higher for a profession,"
Jerry advised me, looking very big and bossy.
" Gee! " said I, "what's the difference between a
clown and a trick byke-rider? "
"A good deal," said Jerry, strutting along, as if he
was one of the Rawling Brothers.
" I'll tell you one thing," said I, " a circus can get
along without a trick byke-rider, but it can't get along
without a clown, nohow."
Jerry laughed. He knew he was beaten, yet, of
course, he wouldn't own up to it. He is not that
kind of a fellow. But he has improved a good deal
since I first met him at Poplar Hill School, although
he is still Fighting Jerry. I have to be careful how
I handle him. I never stir up his temper, if I can
help it.
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When we got back to the circus-grounds, Jerry fed
Sancho coughdrops, while I unharnessed him. I
can see that he thinks a heap of the donkey and would
like to be a clown, yet, of course, he won't own it, for
he is so stuck up over his byke-act.
Kicking Horse came along, and when he saw Jerry
feeding lozenges to Sancho, he stopped a few minutes.
1
' Ugh!" went the Indian boy, holding out his hand,
"me like candy."
"This is donkey-candy, no good for Indian," Jerry
replied.
" Indian better nor donkey," said Kicking Horse,
still holding out his hand for the candy.
"Indian no good," said Jerry, in fun.
The Indian doubled up his fist and went at Jerry
like a tiger. In a jiffy, Jerry laid the Indian sprawling
on the ground. Then Jerry walked away toward the
Show-tent, and the Indian got up and walked toward
his tepee.
I ran after Jerry, saying: " Gee ! Jerry, you'll
have the whole tribe of redskins after you; they'll
scalp you before dark."
"I'm not afraid of all the redskins in the Show,"
said he, bold as a lion.
" If you lose your scalp, it won't be becoming to
your face; you won't be fit to do your bicycle stunt,"
I told him.
t
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"Don't worry," said Jerry, "Kicking Horse won't
bother me again."
" I'm plaguey glad you laid him out, because he
called me paleface and said I was no good," I said,
feeling very grateful to Jerry.
"Just like him," said Jerry.
"Now I'm even :with the Indian. Thanks, Jerry,
thanks," I said.
Then Jerry said : " Ever since I've been with the
circus, Kicking Horse has been bragging over his
muscle. Now he'll keep still. It's a good plan to
show the redskins that the palefaces have muscle, too."
" You've taken the conceit out of him," I said,
slapping Jerry on the back.
Jerry and I were so set up over the laying out of
Kicking Horse that we almost forgot to go to dinner.
Tony came along, saying: " Where you fellows
been? I didn't see you at dinner."
"Gee!" said Jerry, "I forgot all about eating."
We ran over to the feed-tent, and just as we got
there, we met Kicking Horse at the entrance. I
thought there would be another fight between him
and Jerry, but as luck would have it, Jerry and I had
forgotten our passes. They were in our coat-pockets
at the clown's tent, and we could not get in. But the
Indians don't have to have passes to the feed-tent,
because the door-keeper can easily recognize them
by their faces and peculiar dress. So Kicking Horse
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dodged into the tent, but Jerry and I had to go back
after our passes. I'm sure the door-keeper knew us,
yet that is the rule of the Show, so we have to obey
it.
When we came back, Jerry was still full of fight,
but he was so hungry he forgot about Kicking Horse.
We pitched into the dinner, clearing off every dish on
the table. Jerry has to eat a good deal to keep up
his muscle.
I spent the afternoon in the Show-tent. I went
purposely to please Jerry. You see, I'm head over
heels in debt to him for knocking that Indian down,
and I must do everything I can to pay him back.
When he rode his unicycle, I clapped till my hands
were blistered. My clapping set the whole crowd to
applauding. And Jerry received the greatest applause he has had since he's been with the circus.
When he rode out of the ring, he waved his hand to
me, showing that he appreciated my compliment.
After Jerry's act, Hey, Rube! came and sat by me,
he was all tired out tramping around all three rings.
"Pretty hot day," I remarked.
" Hotter than hasty-pudding," he answered, fanning himself with his big straw hat.
"You have an easy job," said I.
" Easy! I guess not," said he.
I tried to explain by saying: "I mean you
don't have any regular stunt to do, you just wander
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around the ring, saying and doing pretty much as you
please."
"Oh, go 'long! you don't know what you're talking about," he replied.
I kept still for awhile, then I asked : " Why don't
you get a regular job? "
" I am," said he. " Next year I'm going to . be
Ringmaster."
" Take Kenney's place? " I asked.
"No, I'm going to be with another Show, 'way
out west," he replied.
"Cheap Shows out there, so Tony told me. He
said that a Show ought to keep east of the Rockies
to make money. And New York State is the richest
territory in the United States. It's a great Show
state," I declared.
Rube nodded his head, saying: "We'll work east
after awhile."
"You might join Tony's Show. He is going to
have one of his own some day pretty soon," I told
Rube.
" What part are you going to take? " he asked,
with a wink of his left eye.
" Clown," said I.
" Humph! " went he.
" Don't you think I'll make a good one? " I asked.
" It doesn't take much to make a clown," he answered.
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" Well, now, see here! " I exclaimed, "you don't
know what you're talking about."
He did not answer me, but jumped up, saying:
"There's a chance to make a little fun ." And away
he ran to the other side of the ring. I followed him.
When I got there I found McCann, one of our
circus-men, with a black box that looked like a camera, and he was calling: " Who wants his picture
taken? Walk right this way, it won't cost you a
cent, all free, for nothing."
Pretty soon a young man and his sister came along,
and he said: " Come on, Maria, let's have our picture took, it's free."
So the brother and sister stood up before the camera, and McCann pretended to get them in the right
position, then told them where to look, and went
through all that talk that the photographer always
gets off.
" Now stand there," said McCann, and he suddenly disappeared; of course, not intending to come
back, for that is the trick he plays on the greenhorns
who come to the circus, especially fellows and their
gals.
Well, the couple stood there waiting for the photographer to come back and take the picture. A
crowd gathered round them, laughing and making
remarks. All this time the show was going on, and
the couple were losing a lot of fun .

Bob Knight's Diary

141

Rube stepped up to the couple, and said: " What
you standing here for? "
"Our picture is being took," said the fellow, grinning like a monkey.
Rube laughed, and said: "Young man, you'd
better not wait any longer, that photographe r has gone
to California."
Then the couple saw the joke and sneaked away.
And the crowd hooted.
It's a shabby trick, I think. But it is one of the
pranks the Circus-men like to play, and I suppose
they'll always do it. If I have anything to say about
Tony's Show, I won't have that trick in it. 'Taint
fair to the fellows and gals who buy tickets for the
Circus.
In a few minutes the photographe r came back, and
pretty soon an elderly man and woman came along.
They saw the camera and heard the man calling:
"Here's the place to get a fine picture." But Rube
said something to them and they walked away. I
think he told them it was a joke. Perhaps they were
some relatives of his. They looked like his style,
sort of backwoodsy.
Then I went away, leaving the fake-photographer
still hollering to the crowd. I don't know how many
he fooled.
I hunted up Jerry after the Show was out, and congratulated him on the great applause he received for
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his byke-stunt. He was very much set up over it.
" I clapped fit to beat the band. Did you hear
me ? " I asked.
" I heard you. Thanks, Bob, I'll never forget it,"
Jerry replied.
We walked over to the feed-tent for supper.
Poky sat next to us, and he said: "Say, Jerry,
I heard that you laid Kicking Horse out flat on ~he
ground."
"I did," Jerry calmly acknowledged.
" Good! " cried Poky. " I've been wanting to
thrash him, but I couldn't find ,the time."
"Now, Jerry liiad better hold on to his scalp,"
said I.
" True," said Poky, " I heard the tribe was putting
on the war-paint."
Jerry went: "Humph! Let 'em attack me, I'll
show those redskins what a paleface can do."
"You'll defend the white man's honor," I told
Jerry.
Pretty soon Tony sat down, and he said: " I
heard you knocked Kicking Horse down, is it true? "
"Certainly, I laid him out and showed him his
place," Jerry coolly answered.
Tony laughed, saying: "You'd better not be out
after dark, the savages will have your scalp, sure."
"Oh,' I'm not skeered," said Jerry.
But I noticed that Jerry kept very near his dress-
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ing-tent bafore the Show began. He did not . go
strutting around as usual. I did not say a word t0<
hii:n, but all the same, I kept close to him and had. my
weather-eye on watch for the Indians. I feel obliged
to protect Jerry.
Tony was worried, for he came to Jerry's tent, and
said: "Bob, you protect Jerry, don't let the redskins get after him, they'll make short work of him."
I promised to keep guard over him. So I asked
Sam to let me off from helping him. I told him I
had important work to do.
Consequently I hung round Jerry's tent, while he
was rigging up in his fancy costume for his bykeact, but none of the redskins showed up. After he
had gone into the Show-tent, I went in, too, for there
was nothing for me to do.
There was a great crowd at the evening performance. All the seats were sold before the Show began. " Standing Room Only " was the sign at the
ticket-wagon. G~e, whiz! Rawling Brothers took
in a fortune to-day. I saw the ticket-sellers pack
the money in barrels, without counting it, and it was
sent down to a bank. I bet it took all night to count
it.
I feel rich myself, for I am earning my living;
what with the 25 cents a day I get from Sam, as his
helper, and the quarters the clown gives me once in
awhile for helping him, I am as independent as the
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Ringi:naster himself. Oh, this circus business is
great I Beats everything I ever got into. I am going to join Tony's Circus just as soon as he is ready
to start out on the road. On the billboards will appear in great big red letters :
BOB KNIGHT
THE WORLD-WIDE RENOWNED CLOWN.

Gee I won't that look like the Circus-business m
earnest!
That evening's performance was a great one I
Every showman seemed to be in good circus-spirit.
Tony flew around with his umbrella like a bird, Jerry
whizzed about on his wheels like a crazy Junebug,
Poky beat his drum like a madman, Vic and I did
our clown-act to perfection. I did not have on a
clown's suit, but I followed after the clown, turning
cartwheels till I could not see.
I heard some one say: " Look at that boy, he's
a regular clown."
Maybe I did not feel proud I
After the show we were all in such spirits, we forgot to protect Jerry from Kicking Horse, till Rube
passed the word among us fellows, which was:
" Boys, look out for the Indians, the war-dance is
on."
" Kii, yii, yii, yii I" cried Tony, "I forgot all about
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the redskins. Boys, we must protect Jerry with our
lives."
"I'm not frightene d," said Jerry, strutting alongside of us fellows.
"bon't be too smart, they are sly devils," Tony
warned him.
"Hump h!" said Jerry, as he went into his tent to
take off his circus costume and to put on his store
clothes.
We fellows watched outside. Grasshopper Tim
and Monkey Jack came alon~, and we told them
about the Indians, and the two boys staid with us to
protect Jerry.
We waited outside ten minutes or so, and as Jerry
did not appear, I lifted the flap of the tent and
looked in. Gee! Jerry wasn't there. Wow! how
I yelled! The other fellows thought it was an Indian
inside the tent, and they came rushing in.
When Tony saw it was I, he said: " Bob, what
you up to! you scared the life out of me."
Then I yelled : " Where's Jerry? "
Tony yelled: "The Indians have got him."
" What'Il I do? " I asked.
"Oh, my, oh, my! they'll scalp him, sure," cried
Poky, tremblin g like a leaf.
" I'll have their scalps, if they do," said Tony,
stamping his feet.
"I'll wring their necks," declared Monkey Jack.
JO
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"Let's go to the Indians' car, perhaps Jerry ts
there," Tony proposed, starting off on a run.
We all followed.
Tony knows all the Indians, so he went into the
car, while we fellows waited outside. When he
came out, he shook his head, saying:
"He's not in there."
" .Are you sure? " Grasshopper Tim asked.
" Did you ask for him?" Poky wanted to know.
"There's no use asking," said Tony, "the other
Indians won't tell, they're close-mouthed."
"What shall we do?" I asked.
" Go back and search the circus-grounds. Follow
me," cried Tony, starting on a dead run.
We fellows kept pace with him.
On reaching the lot, we found the place pitch-dark.
The Showman, horses and wagons had all gone.
Jingo! we were disappointed. But we ran across the
lot, stumbling over the rough ground, calling:
" Jerry, Jerry, Jerry, Jerry ! "
But no Jerry answered.
"What shall we do? " we all asked.
" Thunder! I don't know! " exclaimed Tony.
We kept on running and calling, but we got no
answer.
At last Poky said : " We'll lose our train."
Tony stopped short, saying : "Boys, to-morrow
is Sunday, and we have a longer trip than usual; we
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go to St. Louis, so we can stay over a train. I can't
go on and leave Jerry, nohow."
"That's so, we must stay and hunt for Jerry," said
I, giving a yelp, for I could not go and leave Jerry
in the hands of those savages. I feel somewhat responsible for his capture, on account of his laying
out Kicking Horse. I had asked him to knock the
young Indian sky-high.
When we found that we could stay over a train,
all the fellows gave a hoot and went dancing across
the lot, calling for Jerry. But it became discouraging after awhile, for we did not get an answer from
him. We were howling in the darkness like a pack
of hungry wolves.
" He's not round here," said I.
" Where else could he be? " asked Tony.
" Those wildmen have eaten him up," said Poky.
" Gee I bet they have," said Grasshopper Tim.
"Hark! " whispered Tony.
We all stood still in our tracks, listening.
" It's a cat," said Poky.
"Naw," said Monkey Jack, "it's a human voice."
"Hoo-00-00, hoo-00-00 ! " called Tony.
"Hoo-00-00, hoo-00-00 ! " came the faint answer.
"It's Jerry! it's Jerry!" we all yelled, running in
the direction of the call.
We ran the length of the lot, calling : " Jerry,
Jerry, Jerry!"
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When we reached him, we found him bound to a
tree, hand and foot and head, and with a bandage
over his mouth.
"Oh, Jerry, are you
dead? " c r i e d Poky,
throwing h i s a r m s
around him.
We fellows went to
rw o r k a n d unbound
him. When we took
the bandage from his
mouth, he yelled :
" I'll thrash e v e r y
Indian of the tribe."
"How'd th e-y get
you? " I asked.
Shaking h i m s e 1 f
from the tangle of strings and ropes, Jerry said :
" Hang the luck I it was when I was changing my
tights for my store clothes that a couple of redskins
came through the canvas of my tent and snatched me."
" How could they? We fellows were watching at
the flaps," said I.
"They slashed a hole quick as lightning in the
can'\)as, and before I knew they were there, they
grabbed me, carrying me across the lot. It was
pitch-dark, I couldn't see a thing. In a jiffy, and
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without saying a word, they bound me to a tree and
scudded."
"Gee!" said Tony, "I'll have the law on the
scoundrels."
" I'll help you," said Grasshopper Tim.
" Me, too," said Poky.
Grabbing Jerry's hand, I said: " I'll revenge this
insult, though it takes my life."
" Thanks, boys, thanks," sang out Jerry, " but I'll
settle with those cowards myself."
Tony looked at his watch, saying: "Boys, if we
run like sixty, we can c;atch the circus-train."
So we sprinted across the lot and all the way to
the station. Arriving there in time, we tumbled into
our berths, tired as Rough Riders.
St. Louis, Monday, July 15.

Jerry is the hero of the Circus. All the Showmen
are congratulating him.
" Why are you congratulating me? " Jerry asked,
"I didn't do anything."
" On your rescue, on your life," said Sam.
"You can thank your stars you're alive," said Vic.
And Tony said: "Jerry, father thinks we'd better not make a row over it, just let it pass, for we
can't do anything with the Reds, they didn't kill
you."
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"I understand," said Jerry, "I'll not waste my
strength or time on the heathen."
" You're sensible, you might get scalped yourself," Poky told him.
Now Jerry is safe, I must get down to business.
I went to the clown's tent and found him all humped
up.
" What's the matter, Vic? " I asked.
" Sick," said he, " can't possibly go in the streetparade."
" Gee! " said I, " that's too bad. How the kids
will miss you! You're the whole Circus."
"You'll have to take my place, Bob,'' Vic said,
without a smile or a wink, so I knew he was in
earnest.
" Jingo! Can I do your part? " I asked.
" Surepop," said Vic.
"All right, I'll try," said I.
" Here, let me do your make-up," said Vic, daubing my face with the clown's white paste. T.hen he
put on me his suit and pointed cap.
"Wow!" I cried, looking at myself in a piece of
looking-glass. " Don't I look like you, Vic? "
"For sure you do!" he answered.
When I ·was dressed, I told Vic to lie down, he
was feeling so sick. I went to harness Sancho. And
will you believe it! the moment I came near him he
began coughing. With Vic's suit on, and with all

Bob Knight's Diary
the paste on my face, the donkey knew I was Bob.
" Coughdrops you want, do you ? " I said, giving
him a couple of lozenges.
He nodded his head.
When we were ready to start, I said good-bye to
Vic, and off we went.
Vic called after us: " Good luck to you, Bob! "
When I was falling into line, Tony came along,
saying: "Vic, where's Bob?"
In a second I knew
that Tony did not recognize me, so I said :
"He's busy."
" All r i g h t," said
Tony. " I was afraid
the redskins had him."
Then T o n y r a n
away, and Sancho and
I had a good laugh.
I rode the donkey part
of the time, part the
time I rode in the cart,
and a good deal of the
way I trotted on foot
to give Sancho a rest.
All the time I was laughing with the boys in the
street, as Vic does.
I sang out: " How are you, kids? Oh, come to
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the Circus, it's the place to spend a hot afternoon.
Ha-ha-ha! You'll see all the wild animals in the
world. We're the greatest Show on earth. Ha-haha ! Get up, there, my boy, Sancho, get up, I say I
Ha-ha-ha! "
When I was walking beside Sancho, he would
cough for lozenges. So I said to the crowd: " Boys,
don't got too near my donkey, you'll catch the whooping-cough."
The boys would jump away from us, as if Sancho
had kicked them.
Then I laughed, saying: " Have any of you kids
got coughdrops? My donkey is extra fond of them."
I did not get any lozenges, but a boy offered me
an all-day-sucker. I thanked him, saying: " Keep
it, sonny, we haven't time to eat it. My donkey and
I have to perform in the Show this afternoon and
evening. Come and see us. We're the whole Cir~
cus. Ha-ha-ha!"
Just then I spied a hungry-looking girl and a little
sickly boy in the crowd. I felt sorry for them, so I
said: " Miss, don't you want to ride in my cart? "
She opened her eyes big, and asked: " Can my
brother ride, too?"
"Of course," said I, stopping Sancho and helping
the two children into the cart.
A boy in the crowd sang out: " Ah I look at
Mary Ann and Patsy in the clown's cart I"
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The girl laughed and waved her hand to the boy.
I asked her : " Are you going to the Show this
afternoon? "
"Naw," said she, "we
poor folks never go to
circuses. But you just
bet your life I never miss
the street-parade."
" Well," said I, " you
go home and ask your
mother t o let you and
your brother go t o the
Circus this afternoon, I'll
give you the tickets."
"Mother's away washing, she'll not be home et:ill
dark," the girl said.
"Then stay in the cart, and I'll take you to the
Circus with me," I told her.
" Be ye in earnest? All straight goods? " she
asked, shading her eyes with her hand, in order to
get a better look at me.
"Honest Injun ! I'm all straight," I declared.
"I'll go, sir, and thanks to ye many times," she replied, with a smile all the way across her face.
While talking with the girl, I forgot to play the part
of a clown. So I began again, calling :
" Come along to the circus, boys, and see me and
my donkey perform. We're great!"
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" Ha-ha, boys," said the girl in the cart, " yese
have to pay, but me -and Patsy gets in free, for nothing."
"Mary Ann thinks she's it to-day," a boy in the
crowd called out.
Mary Ann grinned at the boys trotting alongside
the donkey-cart, saying: "This is my lucky day, me
and Patsy."
When we drove into the circus-grounds, I thought
I would give the two children a good dinner, because
they looked so thin and hungry. So I left them at
the hot-sausage tent and told them I would be back
in a few minutes.
Vic was not in his tent, so I unharnessed Sancho
and gave him a bundle of hay. Then I took off the
clown's costume and started back to find the children.
On the way I met Poky. He was all out of breath
from beating the drum.
"Who's the girl in the clown's cart?" he asked.
" Come along, and we'll find out," I said, heading
for the sausage-place.
We found her and Patsy waiting for us. I said to
Poky:
"This is Mary Ann and Patsy." And to the girl,
I said: "This is my friend Poky."
The girl looked cross-eyed, and asked: " Boys,
have yese seen the clown? I'm waiting for him."
" I'm the clown," said I.
~·
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"Naw," said she, "you're nothing but a kid. The
clown is a man."
" I'm the clown," said I.
And Poky had to up and say: " Girl, he's fooling
you. Don't you believe him."
" Shut up, Poky!" said I, "you don't know anything about it."
Then I explained to him how I happened to be the
clown, and when the girl beard what I said, she decided to go with Poky and me into the hot-sausage
tent for dinner. She looked so white and thin I
made up my mind to buy her a square meal. I ordered everything the man had to eat and three bottles of ginger ale and a glass of milk for Patsy.
Poky and Mary Ann had a race, trying to beat each
other eating sausages. I was willing to pay the bill,
for I took so much pleasure in seeing Mary Ann and
Patsy filled up for once.
I told Poky to take the girl and boy to see the wild
animals, while I went to give Sancho a pail of water
and to find out how Vic was getting along. I
looked all over for him, at last found him in the
horse-tent lying on a pile of hay.
When he saw me, he said: "Well, young clown,
how goes the business? How did you like it? "
" First rate," I replied. " Not one of the Showmen suspected me. Even Tony and Poky thought
you were in the street-parade."
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" Good! you'll do for a clown in any circus.
You can take my place in the circus this afternoon.
I have a splitting headache yet."
" Gee whiz ! do you think I can do it? " I asked; I
was crazy to try.
"Of course, you can, just as easy as not," he told
me.
Sam came along, and said: " Hollo, Bob! where
you been this long while. I've had to get another
helper."
Vic said: "Bob is playing the clown-act to-day."
"What I a boy like you playing clown! " Sam exclaimed, in surprise.
To show him what I could do, I began turning
flips and cartwheels till I heard him say:
"You'll do, boy, you'll do."
Vic told me it was time to get ready. But before
I hitched Sancho to the cart I found Poky, Mary
Ann, and Patsy.
" I'll take Mary Ann and the baby on the bandseats with me," said Poky.
" No, siree," said I. " I'm going to buy two reserved-seats, the best in the tent. Mary Ann isn't
going to hold the baby all the afternoon. She can'i
see half the Show with that boy on her lap."
After I had bought the tickets for the seats and
put Mary Ann and Patsy in them, I went to get
ready for my part. Gee I my heart thumped like
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sixty when I heard the band strike up " The Grand
March," and the whistle blew for all to fall in line.
But I jumped into my cart, calling: "G'lang,
Sancho." And away we went, rattlety-bang, into
the Big Show tent, and round and round the outside
ring, I a-kicking up my heels and pretending to fall
backwards out of the cart to make the kids laugh.
When I passed the reserved-seats, Mary Ann hollered:
" I see you, Bob! "
Gee! wasn't I scared! But I turned a somersault
out of the cart and ran along beside Sancho, calling:
" Whoa! whoa! my Arab steed is running away.
Stop him, stop him ! "
This made everybody laugh, and I think no one
heard Mary Ann call me Bob. Not even Rube, who
thinks himself so smart. knew me. For he came
along beside me, and said :
" Say, Vic, give me some tobacco, I'm all out of
it."
" Is that so?" said I, jumping into the cart, calling: "Get along with you, Sancho, let's beat the
chariot race ! "
When the show was over, I took Mary Ann and
Patsy in the cart and let them ride to the clown's
tent. After unhitching Sancho, I took them to the
street-car and gave Mary Ann money to pay her fare
home.
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As the car started, she called: "Good-bye, Bob,
me and Patsy will niver forget yese and the circus,
niver."
I lifted my cap, saying: " I'll take you again
when I come to St. Louis."
When I went back I saw some boys sneaking their
way in by crawling under the canvas. Boys do that
trick at every town we perform in, but I'm no
"snitcher," so t don't tell. After the boys had gone
under the canvas, I saw a little colored girl standing
alone. She saw me looking at her, and she said:
"Dat Jim Johnson he asked me to go to de circus
wid him, an' now he's gone in an' done left me
standing on de outside o' de Show. I call that downright mean business."
" That certainly is," said I.
She looked at the small hole where the boys had
crawled through, and asked:
"Do yo' know o' any other hole what's bigger fo'
me to sneak in ? "
" Girls don't sneak in," said I. "But I'll buy you
a ticket, and you can walk in like a lady and sit on a
seat."
"What! wid de white folks?" she asked.
" Sure, come on, I'll take you in," I said, star.ting
toward the entrance.
" Ha-ha!" she laughed, dancing along by my side.
"When I sees Jim Johnson, I'll sing out: 'Don't
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yo' speak to Sa1 Jackson, she don't know yo', nohow.' "
I bought a ticket and took her into the animal-tent,
and the first thing she spied
was a gang of colored boys,
and she called :
''Hollo, dar, Jim! Look
at me! I'se walking wid a
white boy, suah 'nough."
The first thing I knew one
of those colored fellows was
jumping on me for a fight,
~-=:::r---&~
·· ~5;;;~=-saying:
" Lemme h a v e m y gal.
SAL
Come on, Sal."
" Hol' on, Jim," called the girl, " dat white boy
done paid fo' my ticket. I'se belongs to him, don't

I?"
I was in a hurry to hitch Sancho to the cart, so I
said: "Jim, she's yours. I've got to dress for the
show."
Sal thanked me, and away she ran with Jim. I
went to the clown's tent. Vic was there, and said:
" Bob, I'm feeling better, but you'd better play
clown again this evening. I hear you did first rate
this afternoon."
" Thanks, Vic. I'll take your place again," I said,
hitching the donkey to the cart.
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" Good luck ! " he called, as Sancho and I started
for the Show-tent.
When I was driving around m the Grand March,
I saw the colored girl sitting on the ground with the
row of boys that always sit in the sawdust at the edge
of the ring, and I called:
" Hollo, Sal! don't you want a ride in my cart? "
All the boys jumped up, but I told them to go 'long
back and sit down, I did not ask them, I asked Sal.
She ran to me, and I jumped her into the cart, and
on to the seat. As we drove off, she looked back,
calling:
" Get out o' my way, kids, I'se gwine to ride wid
de clown." Then she said to me: " Clown, how yo'
know my name is Sal ? "
" I'm the one who bought your ticket for the circus," I told her.
" Law sakes ! yo' dat kid? I'se didn't know yo'
was one o' de circus fellahs, I didn't fo' suah ! "
"I belong to the Circus," I told her, with a good
deal of pride.
" De clown, too, oh, my ! " she said, admiring me
with her big eyes.
The boys set up a great shouting as we drove on,
and Sal turned round and called to them :
"Don't yo' wish yo' was de clown's gal, hey?"
When we passed the band-stand, Poky stopped
drumming and stared at us. I saw him but I did
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not pay any attention to him. I drove round and
round the ring, with Sal in the cart. Everybody was
laughing; so I did not have to perform any of the
clown's tricks, till the crowd got tired of looking at
Sal, then I began to cut up all sorts of antics alongside
the donkey.
Sal ha-haed all the time, clapping her hands, cheering me on to do more. When the Show was over, I
felt that I had made a success of my clown-act.
After giving Sal into the care of Jim, I stood around
receiving congratulations.
Tony came up, slapped me on the shoulder, and
sang out: "Vic, I never saw you do funnier stunts
than you did to-night. I shall hire you for my circus, sure."
" Thanks," said I, " I shall consider that compliment a sealed contract."
"It's a go," said he.
Pretty soon Jerry came along, and he said: " Vic,
you're great in your part! "
And Kenney the Ringmaster said : " Vic, that
was a happy thought, taking that colored girl into the
cart. She's the cutest girl I ever saw. It made a hit
with the spectators."
Poky knew that I took Vic's part, and when he
came, he gave it all away by saying: "Bob, did
Mary Ann turn black after dark? I saw you with a
black girl -"
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"Bob! is this Bob?" said Tony, looking me close
in the face.
I laughed, and they all knew me. Then they all
had to congratulate me over again, telling me I was
a natural clown. Tony instantly hired me for his
Show. So I'm fixed for the Circus-business the rest
of my life. Geel I'm a lucky fellow ! Zip! Boom l
Bang!
I felt so full of good luck I had to run and tell
Sam.
When he saw me, he sang out: " Well, Bob,
you're a great helper, you are! You don't work for
me any more. I haven't seen you in a dog's age."
I laughed, saying: " Sam, you'll have to overlook
it this time, for I've been very busy."
" Busy! " he repeated, " a chap like you traveling
with the circu~ for fun! How could you be busy? "
" I'm a clown," said I. " Didn't you see me in the
performances to-day? "
" Go on, kid! " he cried.
" Honor bright! " said I.
" How did it happen? " he asked.
Then I told him about Vic's being sick, and how I
took the clown's place .
" Well, Bob," said Sam, " so you've gone back on
me!"
"Oh, not exactly," I quickly said, "but you see
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there's a good deal more fun being clown in the Circus, than there is being driver-"
" Yes, I see, you've given me the slip all the same,"
Sam replied.
"Now, Sam!" said I, "you're just teasing me."
"All right, jump on the wagon and ride to the station," he said.
I climbed upon the high seat. And as he took his
place beside me and picked up the reins, he said:
" Dick." And the leaders started.
All the way to the station, he teased me about being
a clown, but I could see that he envied me all the time
and wished he was small enough to ride in 'a donkey's
cart. Sam is a whopping big fellow, he is bigger
than the clown, the donkey, and me all put together.
No show for him in the clown-business. But I am
just exactly the right size.
When we arrived at the station, I did not go back
with Sam for the second load. I went to the car
where the boys were.
"Hollo, clown," said Tony, "do you feel above
bunking with us common Showmen? "
" Oh, no," I told him. Yet I still think that the
clown is the whole Circus. But it wouldn't do to tell
Tony and the rest of the fellows so.
In a few minutes we tumbled into our bunks and
were on our way to .Springfield, Ohio. I dreamed all
night of being the clown in Tony's Circus.
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Springfield, Tuesday, July 16.

The first thing I thought of this morning was
whether Vic was going to let me play the part of
clown to-day. Of course, I don't want Vic to be sick,
yet if he has got to be sick, why, I am willing to take
his place.
We fellows were late getting up, so we had to hustle
like sixty to get to the grounds in time for breakfast.
When I went into the feed-tent, the first person I laid
my eyes on was Vic eating his breakfast. Gee ! I
saw there was no chance of my being clown to-day.
When Vic saw me, he sang out: " Bob, I s'pose
you're glad I'm well again, hey! "
" No, I'm not - oh, I mean I'm glad," I said, getting a little confused and mixed up.
" Ha-ha-ha! you're trying to cut me out," said
Vic, shaking his fist at me, as I sat down beside him.
"It's lots of fun to be clown," I told him.
" We'll take turns; you can be my under-study,"
said Vic.
"What's that?" I asked him.
" You are to take my place when I'm sick," explained Vic, slapping me on my shoulder.
" That suits me," I answered.
Then Vic asked me how much he owed me for my
services yesterday.
"Not a cent," said I.
" That's cheap enough. I'll hire you again," he
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said, laughing. Then he said: " I hear you had
your gal riding in the cart with you yesterday."
" Who? Sal or Mary Ann? " I asked.
"Sal or Mary Ann?" he repeated. "Did you have
two of them? "
" Yes, Mary Ann in the afternoon and Sal in the
evening," I told him.
" Ha-ha-ha I Well, I heard that Sal was a great
hit. I'll have to pick up a black gal in the crowd today," Vic said, getting up from the table. As he was
leaving the feed-tent, he said: " Come on, Bob, I want
you to help me."
I ran after him, and when we got to his tent, he
asked me to go with him and Sancho in the streetparade.
As we started, he said: "Now, Bob, keep your eye
out for a cunning little darkey in the crowds in the
streets, we'll invite her to go to the Show this afternoon."
"It's a great scheme," said I, "for everybody looks
and laughs at the kid, and we don't have to cut up so
much. It saves a fellow's strength this hot weather."
" Keep a sharp lookout,"' he attswered.
While walking beside Sancho, I kept one eye on the
line of kids along the curb, but not one did I see that
would do for the part. But when we were on our
way back to the grounds, I spied a little yellow cur
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dodging in and out among the
crowd, without a collar, and
I knew it was a stray dog.
" Here, Tramp, " I called,
then whistled .
The poor dog ran everywhich-way, trying to find the
one who was whistling. He
appeared to underst and my
friendly call. When he came
near me, I whistled again,
and he ran to me, waggin g his tail.
"Come on, old fellow," said I, picking him up and
putting him into the cart. At first he did not want to
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stay in it. I suppose he thought I was one of he dogsnatchers. But after I petted him awhile and told
him I was a friend to stray dogs, he stood up on his

Bob Knight's Diary
hind-legs and put his forepaws on the dashboard of
the cart, looking as if he belonged to the Circus.
"Zip, Bob!" cried Vic, "you've captured just the
thing. We'll train the dog to be another clown."
"Let's name him Tramp," I proposed.
" That fits him," said Vic.
As we drove down the street, Tramp kept his paws
on the dashboar d, and turned his head looking at the
crowd, first on one side of the street then on the other,
with a regular clownish grin on his face.
" He'll do, he'll do," cried Vic, delighted to see how
naturally the dog took to riding in the cart.
" We've found a prize," said I.
The dog seemed to understa nd what I s~id, for he
winked one of his eyes and wagged his tail.
One of the street boys fired a stone at our dog, but
Vic gave the boy a cut with his whip, which almost
scared the life out of the urchin.
When we passed the band-wagon, Poky saw the
dog, and he stopped
d r u m m i n g long
enough to sing out :

" H o 11 o,

Bo bI

Where'd you get
the pup?"
"Ha-h a-ha!"
Vic.
laughe d
" We'll never tell."
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Tony came along, and said: "Your dog is a firstclass clown-dog."
And Jerry said: " He'll do for the clown-business."
When we went back to the grounds, the first thing
I did was to give the poor thing a square meal. Killroy gave me a plate heaping full of lamb-chop bones.
Killroy is a friend to dogs, all right.
After Tramp had cleared the plate, I took him and
introduced him to the donkey.
" Sancho," said I, " we've got another clown for
our business, how do you like him? His name is
Tramp." Then I put the dog on the donkey's back.
For a second Sancho seemed friendly. Wow! then
up went his heels and down went his head, but Tramp
stuck like a trained rider to a bucking-pony.
"Ha-ha-ha!" laughed Vic, "Tram].) is one of us,
sure."
"Let's train him to ride Sancho in the Show," I
proposed.
"He needs no training, he's already a bare-back
rider," declared Vic, tickled to death over the plucky
dog.
Then I carried Tramp to Sancho's head and let the
two look at each other. Sancho laid his ears back
and sniffed at the dog, and Tramp showed his teeth
and growled.
" Here! " said I, " this won't do. Our clown
animals must be friends." Patting Sancho's back, I
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said: "Say, old fellow, you must be polite to Tramp.
for we'rt: all going to be clowns." The donkey put
his ears forward and sniffed at the dog, and this time
Tramp did not growl.
" They're getting acquainted," said Vic. " Donkeys and dogs have a good deal of sense."
Kicking Horse was passing by, and I called:
" Come see our find."
" Ugh ! " he said, shrugging his shoulders.
"Fine dog," said I, patting Tramp's head.
" Make good eat," said he, going off toward the
Indian tepees.
Vic said: " Why, Bob, I thought you and Kicking
Horse weren't on speaking terms."
" Gee, whiz! " said I, " I forgot I was out with him.
I'd like to bang my head against the tent-pole for asking that heathen's opinion of our dog."
"Who cares what he thinks. Tramp is a fine
clown-dog," declared Vic.
I was so taken with the dog that I forgot all about
my dinner, till Vic called:
" Come on, Bob, and get your soup."
When I started to go, Tramp jumped up to follow
me, but I told him to lie down on a pile of hay and
watch Sancho. The dog obeyed, and I said to Vic:
"Now you may leave your pocket-book and all your
best clothes in the tent. Tramp will watch them."
" That's a fact," Vic answered.
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While I was eating, I
planned what I wanted to
do with the dog in the
Circus. And after dinner
skipped off to a store and
b o u g h t a pair of little
trousers, and a red sweater
and cap, something like the
Teddy Bears wear.
c.=-:;
When I p u t them on
L 0 W N
0 G. T r am p, I said to Vic:
" How's this for a clown-dog's costume? "
"Ha-ha-h a! just the thing," cried Vic.
So when we started for the Grand March, Tramp,
in his new clothes, rode on Sancho's back. Sancho
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did not object to the dog this time. I suppose he understands that Tramp is a clown like the rest of us.
Sancho is no goose.
When the children saw Tramp, they shouted and
clapped, saying: " Look at the Teddy Bear on the
donkey! Oh, isn't he dear! He's a real live Teddy
Bear."
Tramp heard all this applause and knew it was for
him, so he wagged his tail to let the children know he
appreciated their admiration.- Round and round the
ring we went, Vic on one side of Sancho, I on the
other; and we did not have to do any acting, because
everyone was watching the dog.
After awhile Tramp got tired of riding Sancho, and
he hopped over on my shoulder. This monkeyshine
made the children laugh louder than ever. Vic whistled to the dog, and he leaped on Vic's shoulder. To
make fun for the children, we kept the dog going back
and forth between us. Then all of a sudden he took
a notion to jump on Sancho's back again, and at the
same time he pulled off his cap. Gee! how the children yelled. And one boy called ottt:
"Look at the dog! 'Taint no Teddy Bear at all!"
I grabbed Tramp and ran with him to the clown's
tent. When I came back Vic was turning handsprings and cutting up like the very old Nick. And
he kept it up till it was time for the chariot-race.
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At the supper-table, Vic and I had loads of praise for
our clown-dog.
" Bob deserves all the credit, because he picked up
the stray dog, dressed him up, and trained him for the
Show," Vic very kindly said.
" Don't give me all the credit, I'll go halves with
Vic," I said, a good deal embarrassed to receive so
much attention from the Showmen.
" Bob's a clown all right enough,'' declared Vic.
Grasshopper Tim said : " Vic, you'd better look out
or Bob will be sneaking your job away from you I"
Vic slapped me on the shoulder, saying: "Bob's
all right, he'll play fair."
Vic and I decided not to have Tramp perform in the
evening, for the dog was all tired out. And, too,
there are never so many children at the evening performance. Grown-ups don't appreciate a clown-dog
as the children do; it don't pay to wear out our dog on
big folks. So Vic played the clown alone.
I went into the animal-tent. I always call on
every animal during the day or evening, but I have
been so busy lately playing clown, that I did not find
time to call on the monkeys or any other animal in
the Show. So this evening I set out with my pockets
full of peanuts and crackers and went to see the elephants. Cresar had not forgotten me ; he knelt down
when he saw me coming, threw out his trunk and
sniffed for peanuts. Nero and Pompey put their

Bob Knight's Diary

173

trunks into my pockets and helped themselves. Of
course, the Princes s and Baby got their share. Mahout and I are pretty good friends, yet we don't talk
much, because he can't speak English. I always say:
" Hollo," and he answer s: " Hollo." He knows what
that means. So do all the foreigners who travel with
the Show. That seems to be the first word of our
langua ge they learn, and they never forget to call me
when I come along. Even the little children of the
South Sea Islande rs and the Japs and Indians all say
" Hollo, Hollo, Hollo ! " to me. The children like
that word, sometimes they repeat it a dozen times, if
I'll answer them.
The man named Zip, who helped take care of the
elephants, has been discharged for abusing the elephants. When one of the showmen told me, I
shoute d: " Good I I'm glad to hear of it. I never
liked the lunatic, anyway ! "
Before I went to the monkeys' cage, I filled my
pockets again with peanuts. When I came in sight,
Kito saw me and held out his hand for my handkerchief. Every time he sees me he wants one. I have
given him all my supply, now I have only one left
I want to keep it, for I may need it.
I said to Kito: " Hold on, old fellow, you've got
all my handke rchiefs but one, won't you let me keep
it?"
But the rascal still held out his hand, keeping his
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eyes all the time on my pocket, and when I was not
looking, he put his hand into my pocket, and quicker
than a flash, took my handkerchief. Then he leaped
to the farthest side of the cage and grinned at me. I
held out my hand, begging him to give me my last
handkerchief, but, oh, no, he would not give it to me.
"All right, old chap, keep it. What's a handkerchief, anyway I " I said to Kito.
After I had fed the monkeys, I went to see the
bears. One of them keeps swinging its head from
side to side nearly all the time. Tony says it is crazy.
Bears in a circus sometimes get crazy, and that is the
reason Tony does not want wild animals in his circus.
While I was looking at the bears, the lion-trainer
came along, and I
heard him say something about a sick
1 i o n. I followed
him to the cage, and
there was Leo, one
of our largest lions,
E 0
I y i n g flat on the
floor of his cage, just breathing, and that was all.
This is the way he looked when he was well.
The trainer shook his head, saying: " I knew there
would be another death after Jocko died. Sure to
happen."
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I stood round and listened, I did not ask any questions, because I did not want to bother the man. He
has troubles of his own.
When it was time for Vic to come out of the Showtent, I went to help him take care of Sancho. I told
him about Leo.
Vic jumped two feet in the air, exclaiming:
"Gee! Leo will die, sure. Jocko's death brought
us all bad luck."
When the Show was out, and we were pulling up
stakes, everybody was talking about the sick lion, and
everybody was sure he was going to die.
When we started for the station, Vic asked me
what I was going to do with Tramp.
" Take him with us," said I.
" Where'll he sleep? " Vic asked.
" With Tony and me," said I.
"Rawling Brothers don't allow animals in the sleeping-cars," said Vic, with a warning wink.
" Tramp is one
HUIV\S
of t,ts," I replied.
"Perhaps
Tony'll object,"
suggested Vic.
So I asked
Tony, and he
said : " B r i n g
the d o g along,

.C
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plenty of room; of course, Tramp can bunk with us."
Tramp followed us fellows into the car, and bunked
with Tony and me.
Indianapolis, Wednesday, July 17.

Tony, Tramp and I slept like bricks. All the fellows in our car were up when we awoke.
Jerry sang out: " Say, boys, are you going to sleep
all day?"
Tramp bounded onto the floor and barked. Then
Tony and I rolled out.
"Hold on, boys, wait for me," said Tony, "I'll be
ready in a jiffy."
I hustled on my clothes, Tramp shook himself, and
we were ready to start with Jerry and Poky.
On the way we came across Vic.
" Hollo! " said he, " I'm glad Tramp is alive."
"Alive!" repeated Tony.
" Yes," said Vic, " I thought perhaps you kids
would squeeze him to death in your narrow bunk."
" He had plenty of room," said I.
" The dog took his half out of the middle of the
bunk," said Tony, laughing.
" Ha-ha-ha! I bet he did," said Vic.
At breakfast, Tramp lay at my feet under the table. When we were through eating I went to Killroy
for some meat for Tramp. Killroy understands dogs
and knows just what they like to eat,
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Vic passed by, and said: "Get ready for the streetparade, Bob."
" Tramp, too? " I asked.
" Sure," said Vic, "he's one of us."
When we were ready to start, Sancho looked
around and waited for me to put Tramp on his back.
The donkey and the dog are good friends. Tramp
wags his tail everf time Sancho looks at him. At
first Tramp was frightened when Sancho brayed; but
now he barks, and acts as if he liked the funny noise.
On the street, Tramp was the whole Show. We
clowns weren't in it. All the children were looking
at Tramp, thinking he was a live Teddy Bear.
But one boy sang out: " 'Taint a bear, see his tail
wag, it's a dog!"
Anyway, dog or bear, Tramp is going to be a drawing card for Rawling Brothers' Circus. I think they
ought to pay him a salary. But Vic thinks the dog
ought to work for his board and clothes.
"That's too slim,'' said I. "For Killroy gives him
scraps from the table, and I buy his clothes. What
expense is the dog to Rawling Brothers?"
Vic laughed, saying: " That stray cur is a lucky
dog to fall into your hands, Bob."
" Yes," said I, " but that dog doesn't get anything
for playing the clown."
" It's a great privilege for him to travel with a
circus,'' Vic answered, with a wink.
12
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I stopped talking, because there is no use in arguing with a clown, he always has the last word and his
own way.
At dinner, Tramp lay at my feet again, waiting for
his meal. After I was through eating, Tramp and I
went to the cook. I asked Killroy had he seen Tramp
perform , and he said he had not.
" Don't fail to see him," I told him.
" I'll try to get into the Show thi s afternoo n to see
your dog," Killroy promised.
When I put on Tramp's suit of clothes, he understands that he is going to perform in the Circus, and
he is so tickled he can't hold still while I am putting
his paws through the sleeves. He jumps up and
down, acting like a monkey. It makes Vic laugh to
see the dog so crazy to be a clown. This afternoo n,
when I took him into the Show-tent, he was funnier
than ever. E very time the children applauded, be
would look at them, grinnin g and waggin g his tail
and barking. Once he slipped off the donkey's back,
but Sancho stopped and waited for Tramp to jump on
again.
I forgot all about Killroy during the Show, but
when I went for Tramp' s supper, Killroy said:
" Bob, how much will you take for that dog? "
" Can't be bought, " said I.
" Where did you get him? Who trained him? "
Killroy asked.
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I told the cook how I picked up the stray dog only
two days ago.
" That dog has brains," he declared. " Any animal that can perform as he did this afternoon has a
heap of sense. I'll give you 25 dollars for him."
I shook my head.
"Well," said Killroy, "set your own price, and I'll
pay it."
" Tramp isn't for sale. Vic and I need him in the
clown-act," I replied.
To-day fifty or more of the Showmen wanted to
buy my dog. No, siree ! I won't sell Tramp. He is
worth his weight in gold to Vic and me. Tramp is
no stray dog now. He is one of Rawling Brothers'
Showmen.
Just as we were getting ready for the Grand
March in the evening performance, Tony came running past our tent, calling :
"Leo's dead."
" Oh, my! I'm sorry," said I.
Vic jumped two feet in the air, exclaiming: "For
mercy's sake I That's the second death! Now who'll
be the third? "
He was so excited he forgot to put the paste on
his face and was going to start for the Grand March
with just his own face, when I reminded him of the
clown-paste. And I was so upset that I could not
put Tramp's costume on him. Vic and I thrashed
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round the tent, trying our best to get ready, but the
more we hurried, the more we got mixed up. The
whistle blew. We heard the band start up, and the
horses tramping past, yet we could not get started.
"Hang the luck! I always lose my head when one
of our animals die," cried Vic, daubing the paste on
his face.
" Tramp," said I, " do keep still, I can't get your
paws in the sleeves."
" Is Sancho all right? Have you heard him
cough? " Vic asked me.
" No," said I.
Just then Sancho coughed three times.
" There! " cried Vic, " Sancho has got it, sure I "
I jumped for the box of lozengers and fed the
donkey a handful. Tramp saw them and began barking for some.
"Gee I " cried Vic, "Tramp's got it, too."
"No, dogs never bark when they're sick," I told
Vic.
" Are you sure? " he asked.
" Oh, yes," said I, " for I read it in a book."
" Book! " sneered Vic. " I don't take any stock in
the dogology in books. What counts is experience."
" Oh, I've had a good deal of experience with
dogs," said I.
"Humph! what experience have you had?" he
asked. Just as though he did not believe me.
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" Well," said I, " I know a dog named Rover at
Poplar Hill School. He was one of my chums there.
He is a great woodchuck-hunter. And he never had
the distemper, never! "
"Humph!" went Vic.
" Well," said I, " I knew another dog named Grouse,
he's Jim Daylight's dog at Ontario Beach. That dog
is a bird-dog, but he is noted for catching snakes.
He can scent a snake a mile off."
"What's that to do with personal experience in dog
diseases?" Vic hollored at me.
"A good deal," I said, "I was just coming to the
point. I was going to say that Grouse never had a
sick day in his life."
"Humph I" went Vic again.
"Well, anyway," said I," you just leave Tramp and
Sancho to me, and I'll promise you they'll never have
a sick day as long as they live."
"You must be a regular dog charmer," said Vic,
·
trying hard to laugh.
assured
I
earnest,"
dead
in
I'm
joke.
"It's no
him.
"Then you'll be responsible for our live stock, will
you? " he said, as we started pellmell to join the
Grand March.
The news of Leo's death had been passed around
among the Showmen, making every one feel sad and
<lumpish and glum. Even Tramp would not bark
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loud, his voice sounded as if he had his throat stuffed
half full of cotton.
" Louder, louder I " I called to him. But he could
not bark any louder, so our clown-dog act was almost
a failure. Vic and I had to do the acting. We
turned handsprings, fell down and rolled over and
over in the sawdust, making monkeys of ourselves, to
make up for Tramp's part of our act. I know that
Tramp feels the effect of Leo's death.
When we got back to our tent after the performance, Vic rubbed Sancho, and I washed Tramp with
dog-soap, then dosed the two of them with coughdrops. I am going to get some sulphur. That is an
excellent medicine for dogs, and I think it is good
for donkeys, too.
I did not ride with Sam to the station, because I
did not want to talk of Leo's death. I went with the
fellows, and we did not talk of anything much. And
when we got into the car, we were too. sleepy to say
a word.
Louisville, Thursday, July 18.

This morning when we were dressing, I asked
Tony where Leo was buried.
"Don't know," said he. "The least said about it
the better. The Showmen are so superstitious ; let
'em forget it."
That is what I think. Tony and I have too much
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sense to believe that three animals have got to die, if
one dies.
When we went to the Circus-grounds we met Monkey Jack, and he said that he saw Leo's hide stretched
out to dry on the top of Leo's cage. That is the last
we shall hear of him. Poor fellow !
Tony and I declare that we shall never have a wild
animal caged in our circus. They either go crazy or
die in three or four years. We are going to have
clowns, donkeys, horses, acrobats, band, and sideshows. And that is enough. It breaks me all up
to have a noble animal like Leo die. Wild animals
can't stand the hardships of captivity. And it is cruel
to keep them in cages just for people to look at. They
can learn all about wild animals in books, specially,
picture books, I say.
I told Tony: " You ought to have dogs and donkeys, they naturally belong to a Circus."
"Oh, sure," said Tony, "they go with the clowns."
"That's what I think," said I.
At breakfast Grasshopper Tim said: "Say, boys,
have you heard the latest news? Two boys from
Indianapolis are with us, they have run away from
home, and they rode here on the platform of one of
our cars."
"Where are they?" Tony asked, jumping up m
order to get a better view across the feed-tent.
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"There, just this side of the Indians' table, two of
them, see? " said Grasshopper Tim.
"I'll settle with them," said Tony, gobbling down
his breakfast.
" What you going to do? " Poky asked.

"I'm going to tell them to go - double-quick.
Rawling Brothers won't have any runaway kids traveling with us. Everybody has got to be straight-fo rward and honest, who belong to us."
"Let's scare 'em," suggested Grasshopp er Tim.
"All right," said Tony. "After dark to-night we'll
make them think all the wild animals in the Show are
after them."
We fellows skipped off to get ready for the Street-
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parade. Tramp followed close at my heels to the
clown's tent. He had forgotten about Leo's death
and was in good spirits. Vic and Sancho felt better,
too. We all started in the parade, expecting to give
the kids of the street a good laugh and make them
wild to go to the circus this afternoon. But, Gee
whiz I how hot it was! I almost melted down on the
pavemen t like a wax-doll. Sancho was lazy, Tramp
lolled all the time, looking too much like a dog. None
of the children took him for a Teddy Bear. Vic was
the only one who did his part. He has been in the
circus business so long that he can stand a lot of
jumping and hollering and laughing, without getting
all played out. I was good for nothing, trudging
along like a dummy. When I got back to the grounds
I was glad to lie down in the shade of the tent beside Sancho and Tramp.
" What town is this, anyway? " I asked.
" Louisville," said Vic.
"Well," said I, "it's the hottest place I ever got
into, but I suppose it's because it's a Southern city.
It can't help it."
Vic nodded his head, for he was too hot to speak.
When I felt rested, I went over to the feed-tent. Tony
was there, and I said :
"Where are the runaway s? I didn't see them in

the parade."
" Before I left, I set them to work on the grounds, "
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he said. "I gave them the hardest job I could find.
I want to test their love for the Circus-business. If
they'll stand all I shall put them through, maybe I'll
hire them for my Circus. Time will tell."
" Did you give them any dinner? " I asked.
"Oh, yes, they've earned their grub," said Tony.
After we were through eating, I went with Tony
to the horse-tent where the runaways were washing
the horses' tails.
"How are yoti getting along?" Tony asked.
"All right," they both answered.
"How do you like the Circus-busin ess?" Tony
asked.
The boys were ringing wet from head to feet, yet
they answered up bright and sharp:
" First-rate."
When Tony was talking to Sam, one of the boys
asked me what I did in the Circus.
" I'm one of the clowns," said I.
" Clown! Do they have boys for clowns? " he
asked, sort of surprised.
" I'm one of them, there are two ; and a donkey and
a dog," I explained to him.
" Gee! you must have been with the Circus a long
time to be one of the clowns," he said.
" Almost three weeks," said I.
" Do you think I shall be a clown in three weeks? "
he asked.
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"That depends," said I.
" Depends on what? " he asked.
"On how smart you are, and on your natural abllity to be a clown. Now, I'm a natural-bor·n clown, so
everyone says/' I explained to him, straightening up,
so as to look as tal1 as I could.
" Born a clown ! Well, you are lucky! I don't
know what I was made for, but I don't like this job
of washing the long tails of these horses," he replied,
wiping the water off his forehead.
"You'll have to work your way up," I told him.
" Is that fellow boss of this Circus? " he asked,
pointing to Tony.
"He's boss of the runaway boys who travel with
us," I said.
" Humph! I won't have him ordering me around,
he's too smart," said the boy, glancing at Tony out
of the corner of his eye.
" It goes hard with the runaways," I told him.
" Are you one? " he asked.
" No," said I, " I'm Tony's friend. He invited me
to travel with him for three weeks, just for the fun of
it. So, you see, I'm a guest of Rawling Brothers' Circus. And I'm playing the part of clown, because I'm
thinking of being a clown in Tony's Circus some
day."
"You're lucky," said he.
"Yes, but the runaways have a tough time of it,"
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I said, walking toward the other boy, who was also
washing horses' tails.
" Like your job? " said I.
"Now, who are you? I've been asked that question about a hundred times this morning, and I'm getting tired of it," the boy said, looking daggers at me.
" I'm the clown," said I, grinning as Vic does.
"Ha-ha-ha!" laughed the fellow, picking up a
pail to go for some water.
" I like his impudence," I said to myself.
Tony came along, laughing. " Gee! " said he,
" I'm putting that cub through a process of circustraining that he'll never forget. He thinks I'm one of
the bosses, and he obeys me like a soldier."
Grasshopper Tim came along, laughing, and said:
" Tony, what stunts are you giving the runaway cubs
now?"
"Something they'll never forget," said Tony, strutting around like the Ringmaster.
" I've got a great scare for them to-night," said
Grasshopper Tim.
Monkey Jack said: "Go easy on 'em, Tim. Remember how we were treated in that first Circus we
traveled with."
" Ha-ha-ha! will I ever forget that circus! " said
Grasshopper Tim.
Jerry and Poky came along, then we six fellows
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stood and watched the runaway boys wash mud out
of the horses' tails.
Tony nudged me, saying: "That fellow will make
a first-class Showman, he's done every stunt I give
him without grumbling. But the other fellow is too
lazy to breathe, and he grumbles all the time, he'll
never amount to anything in a Circus."
" What are their names? " I asked, for I always like
to call a fellow by his name.
"Micky and Shorty," said Tony, "but of course,
that's not their right names. They won't give their
right names, for they don't want us to know who they
are."
"Which is which?" I asked.
"Micky is the lazy one, Shorty, the worker," Tony
said.
Then I went to get ready for the Show. I told Vic
about the runaways.
"Fools," said he, "they'll get enough of the Circusbusiness before they get through with it."
" Gee, Vic ! " I exclaimed, " I think the circus business is great I "
" Humph! " went Vic. " Little you kids know of
the hardships of the Show-business. You boys have
it dead easy."
"Because we're Tony's friends?" I asked.
Vic nodded his head, saying: " Yes, you are favored because you are his guests."
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" Gee! " said I. " I always said I was lucky to
have Tony for a friend."
" You can thank your stars that you are -allowed to
travel with a Circus," said Vic, with a wink.
I began rigging up Tramp for the afternoon Show.
He knows when he gets on his clown-suit that the
funny business begins, and the little rascal begins
cutting up like a monkey. He nips my hands, and
yelps and barks and jumps, so that I can hardly dress
him.
Vic harnessed Sancho, and he said to me : " Bob,
you don't see anything wrong with our donkey, <lo
you?"
"No,'' said I, "he's as sound as a - a don't know
what."
" Didn't hear him cough, did you ? " he asked.
" Not once,'' said I.
Vic stretched himself up, drew a long breath, and
said: "Well, there's got to be the third mishap, but
I hope I'm not the one to catch it."
"Nonsense I" I cried, "don't be so foolish, Vic!"
" Two of our animals have died, haven't they? "
he said.
" Yes, but Leo didn't die because Jocko did," I told
him.
" He didn't, hey ! " cried Vic, squinting one eye at
me.
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"No," said I, "he didn't. And Sancho isn't going
to die because Jocko and Leo did."
"Hope you're right, Bob, but I have my fear~ all
the same," Vic replied.
I patted the donkey, saying : "Now, old fellow,
don't you up and die, will you? Don't go back on me,
after what I told Vic."
" Don't you be making any bargains with that
beast," said Vic, laughing.
Then we joined the Grand March.
About an hour later, when Tony's mother was riding her horse, I let Vic go on alone, and I dropped
down on a seat to see her wonderful bareback riding.
Tony came along and sat down beside me.
" Where are the runawa ys? " I asked.
"Don' t know. Have you seen them? " I asked.
"No, but Poky said he saw them just before the
Show in tbe hot-sausage tent," Tony answered.
" When are we going to give them the scare? " I
asked.
"Not till after business hours," Tony, replied, in a
business-like way.
" We won't have time then, we'll have to get ready
for the train," I told him.
"Neve r you mind," said Tony, "you meet me at
Monkey Jack's tent at half-past nine."
" I can't, I'm in the clown-act," I said.
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"Then come as soon as you can," said Tony, starting to run to get ready for his umbrella-act.
I ran to catch Vic, Tramp, and Sancho, on the opposite side of the tent; knowing that something funny
was going to happen, I could hardly go on with my
clown-act. But, of course, I had to go through the
tumbling and jumping, and forget about the fun that
I was going to have after the Show was out. I did
not see the runaways anywhere in the big tent. I
suppose they were keeping out of Tony's way, for
every time he sees them, he sets them to work on
some hard job. They have got on to his trick, so
they shun him. Tony is a capital friend, but I would
not like him for an enemy. He is fierce, if he gets
down on a fellow. But I understand why he is so
hard on these runaways, it is to teach them not to
join a circus on the sly. He wants boys to hire out
in a business-like way.
Between the afternoon and evening performance
when I was walking around, feeding peanuts to the
elephants, camels, and monkeys, I saw the runaways.
When they spied me, they dodged around the monkeys' cage; but I whistled, and they came back.
Micky asked: "Where's that smarty, who is bossing us fellows all the time? "
" Tony? " I said.
"Yes," said Shorty, " that's his name."
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"Gee!" said Micky," what right has he to set us to
work? I'd like to know."
" Is he one of the managers ? " Shorty asked.
" Sort of a one," I replied.
" Does he boss you? " Micky asked.
" Oh, no, we're chums," I told the boys.
" Who is your boss? " Shorty asked.
" Oh, I haven't any boss, I'm one of the clowns,"
I said, with a good deal of importance, for I wanted to
make an impression on the runaway fellows.
While we were talking, Tony came along. Micky
started to run, but Tony called him back. Shorty
stood his grounds.
Tony said : " What are you fellows dodging around
the monkeys' cage for? If you're going with the circus, you will have to work. We circus fellows all
have to work."
"Well," said Shorty," give us a job, I'm willing to
work."
But Micky doubled up his fist, saying: " See here,
you kid, I'm not going to take orders from you. I'll
take them from a man boss."
Tony stood with his hands in his pockets, and
calmly said: "I don't intend to fight, but if you won't
take orders from me, why, I'll bounce you plaguey
quick. We don't have drones traveling with Rawling
Brothers' Circus."
13

194

Bob Knight's Diary

Micky cooled down, and said: "All right, bring
on your job, I'm ready."
" So am I," said Shorty.
That pleased Tony, and he said: "Follow me,
boys."
Tony and I started, and the boys followed a few
steps, then they made a dash into the crowd of people
that was walking around the animal-tent, and we lost
sight of them.
Tony turned to me, and said: " I like that I "
" They're foxy," said I.
"I'll get even with them," said Tony, as he went
toward the acrobats' tent.
I went to rig Tramp and myself for the evening's
performance. Tramp was pleased to see me, and
wagged his tail so fast, I could hardly put on his
trousers. During the Show I was thinking so much
about meeting the boys at half-past nine I could
hardly play the part of the clown.
Vic said to me: " Bob, seems to me you're stupid
this evening. Turn more cartwheels, set Tramp to
barking. Both of you are falling short of your part
to-night."
I braced up, and called: "Sick 'em, sick 'em,
Tramp!"
That set the dog to acting, then I did a lot of funny
stunts. Pretty soon I asked Vic to look after Tramp,
and I also asked if he would let me off a little early
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as I had a very important affair to attend to. He
said: " Sure, Bob, go on, I'll look after the dog."
I went to Monkey Jack's tent and found Tony,
Monkey Jack, and Grasshopper Tim whispering together. When they saw me, Tony beckoned, saying:
"Oh, Bob, Monkey Jack has got the greatest scheme
to scare the runaways you ever heard of."
" Those fellows will be stiff from fright," said
Grasshopper Tim, laughing fit to split his sides.
"What's the laugh about? Tell a fellow," I said,
wanting to laugh, too.
"Oh, dear," said · Grasshopper Tim, "I can't stop
laughing long enough to tell you."
" Oh, go on! " said I, " what is it? "
" You remember Leo, the lion that died? " he said.
"Well, I've got his hide, and I'm going to put it on
and scare the runaways."
" Where are they? " I asked.
"Don't know; but they'll be on hand when the Show
is out and try to go with us to the next town," said
Tony.
" How do you know they'll want to go with us? "
I asked.
"Because runaways try to do that trick," Tony answered.
When the Show was out, Jerry and PokY. came on
a run toward Monkey Jack's tent.
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" What's doing? " Jerry asked, all out of breath
from running so fast.
" Have you cornered them? " Poky asked.
"No, we don't know where they are. Have you
seen them? " Tony asked.
" Yes," said Poky, " they were hanging round the
bandstand all the evening, but when the Show was
over they skipped off somewhere."
"We must hunt for them," said Tony, "each of us
'g oing in different directions, and when any one of us
spies them, you must give our whistle, and the rest
of us will scud in the direction of the call."
Away they went. I took the direction of the
clown's-tent, because I wanted to find out how Vic
was getting along without me. I found him all
packed up and ready to start.
" Bob," said he, " take Tramp, and I'll look after
Sancho."
" Anything more I can do for you? " I asked.
Vic shook his head, and away I ran, with Tramp at
my heels. I went to every place where I thought
the runaways would hide, but I did not see hide
nor hair of them. All of a sudden I heard our
Poplar Hill School whistle in the direction of the
main entrance to the grounds. I ran there and saw
Tony and the rest of the fellows in the shadow of a
high board fence.
" Where are they? " I whispered.
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"Sh-s-s-s I" said Tony, "we're watch~ng the
wagons as they go out of the grounds to see whether
the rascals are catching a ride on them."
A procession of our circus-wagons was moving
slowly through the gates, and the fellows were looking at each one, but no runaways did they see.
" Boys," said Tony, " the rogues are on their way
to the station. Come on, we'll overtake them."
We fellows scud like a pack of hounds on the trail
of a fox. I did not care so much about catching the
boys, as I enjoyed the fun of hunting and chasing
them through the streets and alleys, over fences, and
through back yards, stumbling over ash-cans and
garbage barrels, scaring cats, setting dogs to barking,
and, at last, attracting the attention of the police.
" Stop, thief, stop, thief I " called one cop, firing a
revolver in the air to frighten us. But we never
stopped a second, we ran like mad.
Monkey Jack
encouraging us all the time by saying:
" Keep it up, boys, keep it up! Don't stop, the cop's
rev0lver is loaded with beans. Don't be afraid of the
likes of him."
Tony sang out; " Come on, boys, we'll overtake
them, sure I "
Just as I was trying to dodge the cop who fired the
revolver, I ran plump into another cop, almost knocking him down. He staggered backward, grunting
like a pig.
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· " Hollo, there I you villain I " he cried.
But I did not stop to answer. I ran in the shadow
of a building and scudded away from him. I was
running along when Grasshopper Tim bumped into
me, and he thought I was a policeman, and he yeJled :
"Oh, sir, I'm not one of those Circus fellows, I'm,
I'm-"
I grabbed him by the shoulder, hollering: "Here,
you good-for-nothing scamp, come along with me-"
Grasshopper Tim then recognized my voice, and he
yelled: " Bob, I'll get even with you for fooling me."
" Oh, beg pardon," said I, " are you Grasshopper
Tim? " I was very polite to him, because I did not
want to get him down on me. He is a terror when
he gets stirred up. A good deal worse than Jerry.
" You knew who I was," he roared, doubling up his
fist.
" Come on," said I, " don't be wasting your fight on
me. Come on, let's catch the runaways."
Grasshopper Tim instantly cooled down, ~nd away
we two sped toward the station. We had lost the
other fellows, and we did not find them till we came to
our sleeping-car.
As soon as Tony saw us, he asked: " Did you see
them?"
"No," said I. "Did you?"
"No," but a cop came plaguey pretty near nabbing
me," said Tony, fanning himself with his hat.
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" One went for me, but I dodged him and ran into
the arms of another," I told him.
"Gee! but you had a close shave I" exclaimed Tony.
While we were talking Grasshopper Tim was hunting for the runaway"s, and he came running toward
us saying: " Whist, boys! I have them."
"Where, where?" cried Tony, right out loud.
" Sh-s-s-s ! " went Grasshopper Tim, tiptoeing down
the track.
We fellows followed him. When we came to one
of the baggage-cars, we peeked in through a crack
and saw the two runaways hiding behind some boxes.
They could not see us, because it was so dark outside,
but we could see them by the light of a lantern hanging on one side of the car.
Grasshopper Tim beckoned us to follow him, and
we all crept along down the track a little way.
" Boys," said Grasshopper Tim, " now for some
fun!"
"How much time have we?" Jerry asked.
"Plenty of time," said Tony, "for the men are
just going back for the second load."
"I wish we could travel on the baggage-car, we'd
have twice the fun," said Grasshopper Tim.
"We can," said Tony, running to get permission
of the boss.
When he came back, he slid the door, saying:
"Come on, boys, let's ride like tramps to-night."

200

Bob Knight's Diary

We all piled into the car, and we saw the runaways
scud behind a big box. But we did not let on that we
saw them.
"I'm tired of riding in the sleeper, I'd like to sit
up in here all night," said Jerry, climbing upon a pile
of boxes.
" This will be fun," said I, scrambling up beside
Jerry.
Up came Monkey Jack, saying: "Tip-top fun!"
We fellows were waiting for Grasshopper Tim, who
had gone to put on the lion's skin. We did not say
anything about him, but kept on talking just as if we
did not miss him. Jerry talked about a new byke he
had ordered. Tony told us how plaguey near he came
to breaking his neck that afternoon by his umbrella
catching in a rope. All of a sudden Tony asked:
" Boys, where're Micky and Shorty?"
"Jingo I where are they?" said Jerry.
"We must find them," said I, looking around the
car.
Monkey Jack jumped up, saying: "I'll tell you a
way to find them, just le~ that big lion loose, and he'll
search 'em out. He can scent a runaway boy from
here to California."
"Will he bite? " Poky asked. He had forgotten
all about the joke.
" Bite ! " exclaimed Monkey Jack. " I guess so ! "
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Jerry jumpe d down on the floor, saying : " Bring
in that lion, Monkey Jack, let's see the beast."
" All right," said Monkey Jack, sliding the door and
jumpi ng out of the car.
'fhen Tony began telling about the lion's big, sharp
teeth and the size of his jaws. "He can swallow
anythi ng he lays his eyes on," said Tony.
"Won 't he swallow us?" Poky asked, looking wildeyed and white.
" Oh, no," said Tony, " it's runaway kids he likes
best, he scents 'em quick and eats 'em up."
Then we heard a tremendous roarin g outside and
a scratch ing on the side of the car.
"Thun der! he's here," cried Jerry.
"Wow I" said Poky, drawin g up his feet and tucking them under him.
"Don 't be such a fraidy, it's all a joke," I whispered to Poky.
" l "m not going to run any risk," said he, getting
behind me. Then he said: " I'll let him eat you
first."
I was holdin g Tramp , and when he heard the lion
roar, he barked like mad.
" Quit it," said I, " it's only Grasshopper Tim with
Leo's hide on." But the dog would not believe me,
he kept on barking, and shaking like anything.
Just then the lion stuck his head in the car and
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roared fit to frighten us all to death. I knew, of
course, it-was Tim, yet I could not help holding fast
on to Tramp, for fear the lion would eat him up.
The dog would not
trust to my protection, he jumped out
of my arms and hid
himself b e h i n d a
pile of boxes in a
corner of the
car.
Tony yelled: " The lion, the lion! Boys, run for
your lives! "
But we could not get out of the car, because
Monkey Jack had shut the door, so there we were,
face to face, with the roaring beast.
"Get out, get out!" cried Jerry, as the lion came
near him.
Monkey Jack said: "Don't be afraid, Jerry, the
lion won't hurt you, he's looking for the runaway
boys."
" Hey, there! " cried Jerry to the lion, " don't be
nosing around me, look behind some of these boxes,
maybe you'll find a runaway or two. That is what
you are trained to do."
The lion, creeping along on all fours, started toward the other end of the car. I saw Shorty and
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Micky peek out, and when they saw the lion headed
for them, they jumped upon a pile of boxes, and
screamed:
" Help ! Help! Boys, don't let the beast eat us
up."
But Grasshopper Tim kept creeping toward the
boys, roaring like a hungry lion·.
" Oh, oh, oh! Boys, help a feller," screamed
Shorty, kicking with all his might at the lion.
We fellows were laughing fit to kill.
"Oh, laugh, will you?" cried Micky, throwing a
stick at us, and, taking off his coat, he began thrashing the roaring lion.
The lion's skin did not exactly fit Grasshopper Tim,
and it was not on very tight, either, so when Micky
struck the lion's skin with his coat, the head of it
slipped tu one side, and the runaways saw Grasshopper Tim's curly head.
"Ha-ha-h a! it's you, is it? you curly-headed cur I"
cried Micky, diving off the boxes headfirst.
Shorty made a wild leap at the lion, and quicker
than scat, the two boys were tearing the lion all to
pieces, and they would have laid Grasshopper Tim out
stiff, if we fellows had not protected him. Jerry
grabbed Shorty, Tony grabbed Micky, and I grabbed
the lion. Gee! it was exciting. All the time Tramp
kept up a ferocious barking, and when he saw me with
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the lion in my arms, he flew at the beast and would
have eaten Grasshopper Tim up, if Poky. had not
seized the dog and held him by main force.
Tony made the runaways hold up their hands and
surrender.
"Promise me you'll leave the Circus," Tony demanded.
" We promise," they both replied.
Then Tony gave them a lecture, telling them that
the next time they wanted to join a Circus they must
get permission of their parents, and then hire out like
honest men to the business managers. He ended by
saying: " I won't stand any underhand business in
Rawling Brothers' Circus."
Then he shook hands with Shorty and Micky, saying: " The next time _o ur Circus comes to your town,
boys, come round, and I'll give you passes to the
Show, both afternoon and evening."
"Thanks, Tony," both boys said, as they leaped out
of the car-door into the darkness.
The rest of us fellows called: " Good-bye," but
we did not hear the boys answer. Perhaps, they ran
so fast they did not hear us.
Tony said: " Gee! Grasshopper Tim, you did a
slick job, and no mistake about it!"
Grasshopper Tim strutted up and down the car,
saying: " You see, boys, how to handle runaways.
I know how, because I was one myself."
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That is the only thing I have against you, Tim,"
said Tony.
"I know better now," replied Grasshopper Tim.
And Tony said: "If a boy wants to join a Circus,
it's all right, and I'm willing to take him in and train
him. But I'll be thumped, if I'll have a sneaking runaway hanging on to any Show I am with."
Just then the conductor called: "All aooard."
And we fellows jumped out of the baggage-car and
ran to our sleeper. We changed our minds about
wanting to ride all night in the baggage-car.
Cincinnati, Friday, July 19.

I know a boy in this town, and I was looking forward to having a good time, inviting, him to our
Circus, but I got a letter, saying that he had gone
away on his vacation. So I shall not see my friend.
Just my luck I And I wanted him to see my dog, because he likes dogs and would appreciate Tramp as
a clown.
When Vic and I were getting Sancho and Tramp
ready for the street-parade, Vic said: " Pshaw! today is going to be another of those scorchers. I
feel the hot waves coming now. I'm going to put a
hat on Sancho, for I fear he'll get a sunstroke."
That set me to thinking, so I skirmished around to
find a hat for Tramp. I went to Killroy and he gave
me a berry box. It ~ooked funny, but Tramp didn't
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mind, for he
couldn't s e e himself with the hat on.
'At first he did not
like the berry-box,
he kept pawing it
off, and I told him
to quit or he would
g e t a sunstroke.
me in the parade.
with
Then he let it alone and went
I let him ride, but Vic and I walked, for we thought
the weather was too hot for Sancho to draw us.
The boys cheered when they saw Sancho's sunhat,
and they just hooted at Tramp's hat. Sancho and
Tramp were too lazy to notice the noisy crowd.
Tramp kept yawning all the time.
Vic asked: " What's the matter with Tramp?
.W hat ma k e s him s o
sleepy?"
" He didn't sleep much
last n i g h t, he had bad
dreams. I suppose he was
d r e a m i n g of lions all
night," I explained.
" Humph ! you fellows
think you're smart to scare the runaway kids," said
Vic.
"Tony was teaching them a lesson," I said.
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" Humph I he might as well kill the boys as scare
them to death," replied Vic.
As Vic and I did not agree, I stopped talking. It
doesn't pay to argue with a clown. When I corner
him, he always wiggles himself out. I tell you what.!
Vic is smart. I wonder will I ever be like him.
Just then the bandwagon came along, and Jerry
hailed me, saying: " Say, Bob, did you know our
three weeks with the Circus is pretty nearly up? "
" No," said I.
" Well, it is. I got a letter from father this morning, telling me to start for home to-morrow," Jerry
yelled back at me.
" Are you sure? " I asked, counting the days on my
fingers. " You're right," I said. " I lost track of
dates and days. But I suppose, if I looked in my
diary I could find out the date."
. He jumped off the wagon, and came running toward me, saying: " I don't want to go home."
"Neither do I," I answered.
Then he showed me the letter from his father. It
was very short, but it meant business. It said for
Jerry to start for home on Saturday.
" Plague take the luck I " said Jerry. " Father
thinks I've gone crazy over bicycling-riding and the
Circus, and he won't let me stay any longer."
" I've gone daft over the clown," said I, " but I
can't be a clown, and longer; if you go. I don't sup-
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pose Tony will invite me to travel any farther with
him, do you think he will? "
"Gee! if you stay, I'm going to stay, too," declared Jerry.
After thinking a minute, I said: "Jerry, as our
three weeks are up, the polite thing for us to do is to
go."
He did not answer.
And I se;tid: " Perhaps, Tony will invite us to
travel with him again; perhaps, he'll send for us to
come back and go the rest of the trip with him."
"Oh, perhaps nothing!" cried Jerry, all out of tune
with my argument.
When Poky heard that the three weeks were up,
he howled like the bear with the toothache, saying:
" I don't see how the band is going to get along without me. My drumming makes all the music."
Then I reminded him of the Hermit's invitation to
us to spend our vacation with him in the woods.
Poky's face brightened, and he said: "Jingo!
that's so; I forgot all about the Hermit's asking us
to his woods. Are you going? "
" Yes," said I. " As I haven't any home, I have to
take what is offered me."
"Oh, we'll have a picnic hunting woodchucks with
Rover," said Poky.
"Yes, but I'd rather travel with the Circus," said I.
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"Maybe, Tony will ask us to come back," Poky
whispered.
"That's what I'm thinking he'll do," I whispered.
" Of course, he'll send for us," Poky hopefully said.
When I was unharnessing Sancho, I looked pretty
downhearted, I suppose, because Vic said: " What
makes you look so sober, Bob?"
"I'm thinking my traveling days with Rawling
Brothers ' Circus is pretty nearly at an end."
" What? " cried Vic.
Then I explained: " Tony asked us three fellows
to travel three weeks with him, and to-morrow is the
last day of the three weeks. Now, that means that it
is time for us to drop off at this town or the next one
and start for -"
" Kii, yii, yii, yii ! I can't let you go,'' cried the
clown.
" Got to," said I.
" Can't get along without you, nohow ! " cried the
clown.
I felt bigger than any Showman in Rawling Brothers' Circus when I heard the clown say that.
" Where are you going? " he asked.
"To the Hermit's in the woods near the Poplar
Hill School -" I told him.
" Hang the Hermit! you've got to stay with me,' 1
declared the clown.
14
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" Wish .I could," said I. Beginning to feel home·
sick already for the Circus.
At dinner we thanked Tony for his generous hospitality. And Jerry said: "It's been the jolliest
time of my life."
Tony asked: "Say, boys, what makes you leave
us?"
"Dad wrote for me to come home," Jerry said,
sighing way down in his shoes.
" Our time is up, too; so I think Poky and I had
better go," I said, but I did not mean it, one bit.
"Hard luck!" growled Jerry.
" Boys! " cried Tony, "if Jerry's dad will let him
come back, will you two come back? " Meaning Poky
and me.
Zip ! Boom! Bang! how we three did yell; " Yes!
Yes! Yes!"
" Join us next week. We'll be somewhere, I don't
know just where; but we'll be in the United States,
east of the Rockies, surepop ! " Tony said, throwing
his cap in the air.
"That suits me all right," sang out Jerry.
" I'm with you," Poky hollered, at the top of his
voice.
"Now you're talking business," I told Tony.
Then we fellows separated to get ready for the after·
noon Show,
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" Cheer . up! " I cried, as I rushed into the tent
where Vic was grooming Sancho.
"What's the news?" he asked.
" Tony has asked us fellows to come back, if Jerry's
father will let him," I said.
Vic grabbed my hand, saying: " Bob, clowns are
always lucky!"
" I'll stick to the profession," I declared.
"We're brothers," said he, almost wringing my
hand off.
Then I ran to Sancho and threw my arms around
his neck, saying: "Old boy, I'm coming back, I'm
coming back ! "
Tramp began to bark, so I took him in my arms,
telling him my good luck. The dog barked, the donkey brayed, Vic and I danced and whooped like wild
Indians. We four clowns went into the Show on a
dead run. We were late, but we managed to catch on
to the tail end of the Grand March, and no one found
it out. Not even the Ringmaster, who thinks himself
so smart. During the Show, Vic cut up like a box
of monkeys, and I tried to be funny, yet I could not
keep from thinking that, perhaps, I might not come
back. I know that it is always best to look on the
bright side, so I kept pretending that I knew for dead
sure that I would join the Circus again in a few days.
Of c9ur:>e1 Sancho and Tramp were happy. They
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did not know that I was going to leave them, maybe,
forever.
The day was piping hot, yet there was a big crowd,
and they all laughed as if theY. enjoyed the clowns'
part in the Circus.
When I was taking off Tramp's costume, I said:
" Vic, supposing I never come back, I know you'll
take good care of my dog."
"Now, see here, Bob, none of your supposing,"
said Vic.
So I did not say anything more to him. Usually at
this time of day I went to feed the elephants, camels,
and monkeys, but thinking that it might be the last
time I could feed them, I did not want to go into the
animal-tent where they were. And, too, I did not
want to talk with any of the Showmen. The only
thing I felt like doing was sitting in the clown's tent
on a pile of hay and writing in this diary, telling how
I felt about leaving the Circus. I had not written a
word in two days, so I had to think back and tell all
that had happened since day before yesterday. I was
almost through writing when Jerry tumbled on to the
hay beside me, saying:
" Bob, what you doing? "
" Catching up," said I.
" Catching what?" he asked.
" Oh, I mean, writing down all tlie things that have
happened for two days in my diary," I explained.
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" Shucks i" cried Jerry, " what a nuisance it must
be to keep a diary! I wouldn't write one, if you'd
give me $10 a day."
"It's fun, specially drawing the pictures," I told
him.
" What use is it? " he asked.
"Use! " cried I, "a good deal of use."
"It's trash," said he.
" Humph! you don't understand the value this diary
of mine is going to be to the world," I told him.
" What value will it be?" he asked.
" Jerry," said I, " some day I may be a great man,
a World-Wi de Renowned Clown, then everybody will
want to know the history of my life, specially my boyhood, and they can have this diary of mine printed,
and everybody can read it."
Jerry became interested, sat up, and said : " Bob,
have you written everything that we've done since
we joined the Circus at Troy?"
" Nearly everything," I said.
" Gee whiz! let me read your diary," he said,
snatching the book from me.
He read awhile and looked at the pictures, then he
said: "Bob, it's great! But you'd better be careful
and not let kids read this diary, for they'll all want
to join the Circus, sure."
" No one but Tony's friends can travel with Raw-
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ling Brothers' Circus," I said, feeling proud to be one
of Tony's schoolmates.
"You'll have all the kids running away from home
to go with the Circus," Jerry declared.
"Oh, give me that book, Jerry Green. You understand fighting, but you don't understand writing
a diary," I said. I was all out of patience with him.
He laughed and went to hunt up Tony.
I did not see the rest of the fellows, till I went to
the feed-tent. Everybody had heard that Jerry, Poky,
and Bob were going to drop out of the Show tomorrow at Youngstown. And such a howdy-do they
made over us. I did not know we were of so much
account in the Circus.
Monkey Jack banged the table with his fist, yelling:
" Boys, you shan't go! "
Grasshopper Tim said: " Let's put the boys in the
monkeys' cage and keep them there for the rest of the
trip."
"I'd like to see you do it," cried Jerry, doubling
up his fists.
"I'm no monkey," said Poky.
"Boys," said I, "I'd rather be with the monkeys,
than not to be with you at all."
"Bob, you're a true knight of the sawdust!" declared Tony.
" Ha-ha-lia ! " laughed Vic. " You're a genuine
clown, Bob."
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Kicking Horse heard the laughing and hollering
at our end of the tent, and he came over to see what
was up.
Just to see what the Indian would answer, I said:
" Kicking Horse; we three fellows are going to leave
you to-morrow."
He shrugged his shoulders, saying: " Me no care."
And walked off.
Jerry winked at me, saying: "The Redskin don't
seem to like us fellows." Then Jerry put his hand on
his head, saying: "Anyhow, they didn't get my
scalp."
"You're lucky to take it away with you, after your
midnight skirmish with the savages," Tony told him.
"I'm always lucky," said Jerry, as we fellows
walked away from the feed-tent. I left them and
went to get Tramp's supper.
"Killroy," said I, "I'm going away, and I want
you to take good care of Tramp will you, please? "
" I'll feed him high. Porterhouse steak three times
a day," said Killroy.
"' Thank you, thank you, Killroy. I'll do you a
favor some time," I said.
" I don't want any favors, Bob. I'm a friend to
all the dogs, and yours in particular," replied the goodnatured Circus cook.
Gee I didn't I feel happy to know that Tramp was
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going to have his three meals a day. For, perhaps,
I may not come back.
Kid was washing dishes, and he said :
" Say, Bob, I'll look after your dog, too. I can
save him a pile of bones, when I'm scraping the
plates.''
" Much obliged, Kid. I wish you would," I replied.
"I'm a dog's friend, too," he said.
" And you'll be mine, and I'll never forget you,'' I
said, walking away, for it was time to get ready for
the Show.
Running over to the clown's tent, I fed Tramp,
then dressed him.
" Poor fellow I " said I, " I'm going to leave you,
but you don't know it, and I'm not going to tell you,
either."
" Bob," said Vic, " don't tell the dog."
" He doesn't understand," said I.
" You don't know how much he understands. Be
careful," Vic warned me.
When Vic, Sancho, Tramp, and I were ready, we
went to the Show-tent for the Grand March. All the
Showmen seemed gay and lively. The Ringmaster
cracked his whip, and called in a big, loud voice to
encourage us all. But, somehow, my feet were tired,
I couldn't jump; my head was heavy, I couldn't turn
somersaults. Fortunately Tramp did a good deal of
barking and jumping on Sancho's back, so he helP.ed

me out. Vic was lively, but he has to be, that is a
clown's business. And, too, he isn't going to leave
the Circus to-morrow, that makes a big difference in
a fellow's feelings.
Tony's mother looked prettier than ever, leaping
like a fairy through the paper hoops, and landing
every time on her horse's back. I bet Tony is proud
of her.
Jerry was not quite as lively in unicycle act. I
know that he was thinking all the time that, perhaps,
it was his last performance in Rawling Brothers'
Circus.
When Vic and I got back to our tent, Sancho
choked when he was drinking, and I said: " Vic, I'll
give you a dollar to buy coughdrops for your donkey."
"No you won't. I'll furnish them myself," said he.
" I don't want Sancho to get sick," I told him.
" I'll watch him. He mustn't be the third," Vic
replied.
" You see, there hasn't been the third death," said
I, smiling.
" The season isn't over yet," said Vic, looking very
serious, for a clown.
I did not say any more, but took Tramp and ran to
catch a ride to the station with Sam. As I climbed
upon the seat, with Tramp in my arms, I said :
" Sam, perhaps, this is my last ride with you."
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" I heard you boys were going to leave us," he replied.
Then I explained to him about our invitation from
the Hermit, and told him there was a chance of our
joining the Circus again at some town.
Sam did not say much, I think he is disappointed
because I am a clown. But if he only knew the fun
a clown has, he would never, never, never be a driver,
not even of a twelve-in-hand.
I met the boys at the station, and we all went to
our sleeper.
Youngstown, Saturday, July

20.

We fellows wanted to stay with the Circu~ to-day,
and start for the Hermit's to-night, but we could not
make connections with the trains, so we made up our
minds to say good-bye to Tony and the rest of the
Showmen, and start on the IO :30 train for Buffalo.
We went to the Circus-grounds for breakfast. Then
I helped Vic groom Sancho and feed Tramp. None
of us talked much. There did not seem to be anything to say. When it was time for Vic to start for
the Street-parade, we shook hands, and he said:
" Bob, I'll expect you back in a couple of weeks.
The only thing you're good for is a clown."
" Thanks, Vic. That's the very best compliment
you can pay me. And I thank you a thousand times
for teaching me to be one," I told him.
I did not look at Sancho and Tramp. I scudded
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across the grounds to find Jerry and Poky. Tony
met us at the station. When we three fellows bade
him good-bye, we thanked him a million times for
asking us to travel three weeks with Rawling Brothers' Circus. And then we thanked him a hundred
million times for asking us to come back and join the
Circus again.
He said: "Boys, you have earned your way.
Rawling Brothers are indebted to you. They want
you to come back."
~·

"Zip! Boom! Bang! Rawling Brothers!"

We three yelled, as the train started.
We stood on the rear platform, waving our caps to
Tony, as long as we could see him.
We traveled all day. Gee! what a long day it was!
I kept thinking of everybody in the Circus and knew
just what they were doing. I could hear the animals
saying to themselves,

